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THE LIFE 



OV 



JAMES THOMSON. 



Jah&i tho»8oiv was bom Septbr. the 7ih, ITOO, at 
Edoam« in the shire of Roxhiu^h^ ojf which his father 
was pastor. His mother, whose aame w.as Home, 
was co-heiress of a small estate in that country. 
It was probably in comniaeration of the difl&cttlty 
with which Mr. Thoowoa's fathei^ supported his 
family, haring nine children, thai .Mr. Riccarton, 
a neighbouriiig nunister, dlscorering mm James im* 
common promises of future excellence, undertsiok to 
superintend his education, and provide him books. 
He was taught the common rudiments of learn- 
ing ai the school of Jedburg, a place wluch he 
delights to recollect in his poem of ^'Autuiwi;^^ 
bat was not considered by his master as superior 
to common boys; though in those early days he 
amused his patron and his friends with poetical 
compositions, with which, however, he was so little 
pleased himself, that on every new-year^s day he 
threw into the fire all the productions of the fore- 
going year. 
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From the school he was removed to Edinliurgh, 
where he had not resided two years when his 
father died,,,and left all his children to the care 
of their mother, who raised upon her little estate 
what money a mortgage could afford, and remoy^ 
ing with her family to Edinburgh, lived to see 
her son rising into eminence. 

The design of Thomson's firiends was to breed 
him a minister. He lived at Edinburgh, as at 
school, without distinction or expectation, till, at 
the usual time, he performed a probationary exer- 
cise by explaining a psalm. His diction was so 
poetically splendid, that Mr. Hamilton, the pro- 
fessor of divinity, reproved him for speaking lan- 
guage ttninteliigible to a popular audience. 

This rebuke is said to have repressed his thoughts 
of an ecclesiastical character, and he probably cul- 
tivated with new diligence his talent for poetry, 
which, however, was in some danger of a blast; 
for, submitting his productions to some who thought 
themselves qualified to criticise, he heard of no- 
thing but faults: but finding other judges more 
favourable, he did not #nfPer himself to sink into' 
absolute despondence. 

He easily discovered that the only stage on 
which a poet could appear, with any hope of ad- 
vantage, was London; a place too wide for the 
operation of petty competition and private ma- 
lignity; where merit might soon become conspi- 
cuous, and would find friends as soon as it became 
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repatable to befriend it. A lady, wko was acquaint- 
ed with his mother, advised him.. to the joumey, 
and promised some comitenanoe and asaistaBce, 
which, however, he never received. 

At his arrival in town, he found his way to 
Mr. Mallet, then tutor to the sons of the duke of 
Montrose. He had recommendations to several per- 
sons of consequence, which he had tied up care- 
fully in his handkerchief; but as he passed along 
the street, with the gaping curiosity of a new- 
comer, his attention was upon every thing rather 
than his pocket, and his magazine of credentials 
was stolen from him. 

His first want was a pair of shoes. For the 
supply of all his necessities,- his whole fund was 
his *^ Winter,^ which for a time could find no 
purchaser; till, at last, Mr. Millar, a bookseller in 
the Strand, was persuaded to buy it at a low 
price; and this low price he had for sc^me time 
reason to regret: but, by accident, Mr. Whatley, 
a man not wholly unknown among authors, hap- 
pening to turn his eye upon it, was so delighted, 
that he ran from place to place celebrating its 
excellence. Thomson obtained likewise the notice 
of Aaron Hill, whom (being friendless and indi- 
gent, and glad of kindness) he courted with every 
expression of servile, adulation. We are not inform- 
ed what estimate Thomson himself had formed 
of his production: whether with self-supported 
confidence he anticipated the reception it would 
eventually meet with from the public, or whether 
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he vtti satitfitfd to dlipose of his unproductive 
treasure for a frum that prdyided for the Vants 
of the moment — bs he lirould have disposed of a 
precious stone of Uncertain value to the first lapidary 
who would set a price upon it. In his most san- 
guine and ambitious moments he could not have 
ventured to hope, that the poem iTould ultimately 
not only amply reward its purchaser, but take its 
rank amon^ productions which are considered as 
eras in English literature, and become identified 
with the language. 

^^W^inter^' was dedicated to Sir Spencer Com pton, 
but attracted no regard from him to the author; 
till Aaron Hill awakened his attention by some 
verses addressed to Thomson, and published in one 
of the newspapers, which censured the g^eat for 
their neglect of ingenious men. Thomson then re- 
ceived a present of twenty guineas, of which he 
gives this account to Mr. Hill: — 

^I hinted to yon in my last, that on Saturday 
morning I was with Sir Spencer Compton. A cer- 
tain gf^ntieman, without my desire, spoke to him 
concerning me : his answer was, that I had never 
come near him. Then the gentleman put the que- 
stion, if he desiired that I should wait on him ? 
he returned, he did. On this the gentleman gave 
me an introductory letter to him. He received me 
in what they commonly call a civil manner; asked 
me some common-place questions; and made me a 
present of twenty guineas. I am very ready to 
own that the present was larger than my per- 



LIFE OF THOMSpN. Yii 

formance deserved; aad shall ascribe it to his ge- 
nerosity, or any other cause, rather than the merit 
of the address." 

The poem, wliich, being of a new kind, few 
would venture at first to lilce, by degrees gained 
apoB the public; and one edition was very speedily 
succeeded by another. 

Thomson's credit was now high, and every day 
brought htm new friends ; among others, Dr. Rundle, 
a man afterwards unfortunately famous, sought his 
acquaintance, and found his qualities such that lie 
recommended him to the Lord Chancellor Talbot. 

^^ Winter'* was accompanied, in many editions, 
not only with a preface and dedication, but with 
poetical praises by Mr. Hill, Mr. Mallet (then 
Malloch), and Mira, the fictitious name of a lady 
once too well known. Why the dedications to 
^^ Winter" and the other Seasons, are, contrarily 
to custom, left out in the collected works, is not 
known. 

The next year (1727) he distinguished himself 
by three publications: — of ^^ Summer," in pursuance 
of kis plan; of ^*A Poem on the Death of Sir 
Isaac Newton," which he was enabled to perform 
as an exact philosopher by the instruction of Mr. 
Gray; and of ^^ Britannia," a kind of poetical in- 
vective against the ministry, whom the nation then 
thongkt not forward enough in resenting the de- 
predatisns of the Spaniards. By this piece he 
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declared himself an adherent to the oppetitimi, 
and had therefor* no favour- to expect from the 
court. 

Thomson, having been some time entertained 
in the family of Lord Binning, was desirous of 
testifying his gratitude by making him the patron 
of his ^^ Summer;*' but the same kindness which 
had first disposed Lord Binning to encourage him, 
determined him to refuse the dedication, which 
W&s, by his advice, addressed to Mr. Dodington, 
a man who had more power to advance the repu- 
tation and fortune of the poet. 

^^ Spring'* was published next year, with a de- 
dication to the Countess of Hartford ; whose prac- 
tice it was to invite every summer some poet 
into the country, to hear her verses, and assist 
her studies. This honour was one summer con> 
ferred on Thomson, who took more delight in 
carousing with Lord Hartford, and his friends, 
than assisting her ladyship's poetical operations, 
and therefore never received another summons. 

''Autumn,'* the season to which the ''Spring" 
and "Summer" are preparatory, still remained 
unsung, and was delayed till he published (1730) 
his works collected. The autumn was his favou- 
rite season for poetical composition ; and the deep 
silence of the night, the time he commonly chose 
for study ; so that he was often heard walking in 
his library, repeating what he was to correct or 
write out the next day. 
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He produced (1727) the tragedy of ^^Sophonisba,^' 
which Tauied saeh ezpcSctation, that eyevy rehearsal 
was dignified with a splendid audience, collected 
to anticipate the delight that was preparing for 
the pablic. It was obseryed, however, that nobo- 
dy was much affected, and that the company rose 
as from a mora> lecture. 

Thomson was not long afterwards, by the influ- 
ence of Dr. Rundle, sent to travel with Mr. Charles 
Talbot, the eldest son of the Chancellor. He was 
yet young enough to receive new impressions, to 
have his opinions rectified, and his view* enlarged ; 
nor can he be supposed to have wanted that curio- 
sity which is inseparable from an active and com- 
prehensive mind. He may therefore now be sup- 
posed to have revelled in all the joys of intel- 
lectual luxury; he was every day feasted with in- 
stractive novelties; he lived splendidly without 
expense ; and might expect when he returned home 
a certain establishment. 

At this time a long course of opposition to Sir 
Robert Walpole had filled the nation with cla- 
moars for liberty, of which no man felt the want, 
and with care for liberty, which was not in dan- 
ger. Thomson, in his travels on the Continent, 
found or fancied so many . evils arising from the 
tyranny of other governments, that he resolved 
to write a very long poem, in five parts, upon 
Liberty. 

While he was busy on the first book, Mr. Talbot 
died; and Thomson, who had been rewarded for 
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his attendance by the place of Seeretary of the 
Briefs, pays in the initial lines a decent tribute 
to his memory. 

Upon this great poem two years were spent, 
and the author congratulated himself upon it as 
his noblest work; but an author and his reader 
are not always of a mind. Liberty called in vain 
upon her Totaries to read her praises, and reward 
her encomiast: her praises were condemned to 
harbour spiders, and to gather dust. 

Thomson now lived in ease and plenty, and seems 
for a while to have suspended his poetry ; but he 
was soon called back to labour by the death of 
the Chancellor, for his place then became vacant ; 
and though the Lord Hardwicke delayed for some 
time to give it away, Thomson^s bashfulness, or 
pride, or some other motive, withheld him from 
soliciting, and the new Chancellor would not give 
him what he would not ask. 

He now relapsed to his former indigence; but 
the Prince of Wales was at that time struggling 
for popularity, and by the influence of Mr. Lyt> 
telton professed himself the patron of wit. To him 
Thomson was introduced, and being interrogated 
about the state of his affairs, said ^*>that they 
were in a more poetical posture than formerly;^ 
and had a pension allowed him of one hundred 
pounds a year. 

Being now obliged to write, he produced (1738) 
the tragedy of ^' Agamemnon,** which was much 
shortened in the representation. It' had the fate 



LIFE OF THOMSON. xi 

which most ^commonly attends mythological sto- 
ries, and was only endured, but not favoured. It 
struggled with such difficulty through the first 
night, that Thomson, coming late to his friends 
with whom he was to sup, excused his delay by 
telling them how the sweat of his distress had 
so disordered hi« wig, that he could not come 
till he had been refitted by a barber. 

He so interested himself in his own drama, that 
if I remember right, as he sat in the upper gal- 
lery, he accompanied the players by audible reci- 
tation, till a friendly hint frightened him to 
silence. Pope countenanced ^' Agamemnon,^' by 
coming to it the first night, and was welcomed 
to the theatre by a general clap: he had much 
reg^ard for Thomson, and once expressed it in a 
poetical Epistle sent to Italy. 

lie was soon after employed, in conjunction with 
Mr. Mallet, to write the masque of '* Alfred," which 
was acted before the Prince at Cliefden-house. 

His next work (1745) was ''Tancred and Sigis- 
munda,** the most successful of all his tragedies; 
for it still keeps its turn upon the stage. 

His friend Mr. Lyttelton was now in power, 
and conferred upon him the office of Surveyor- 
General of the Leeward Islands; from which, 
when his deputy was paid, he received about three 
hundred pounds a year. 

The last piece, that he lived to publish, was 
the ^^ Castle df Indolence,*^ which was many years 
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under bis hand, but was at last finished with 
great accuracy. The first canto opens a scene of 
lazy luxury, that fills the imagination. 

He was now at ease, but was not long to enjoy 
it ; for, by taking cold on the water between Lon- 
don and Kew, he canght a disorder, which ter- 
minated in a fever, that put an end to his life, 
August 27, 1748. He was buried in the church 
of Richmond ; and a monument has , been erected 
to his memory in Westminster-abbey. 

Thomson was of stature above the middle size, 
and ^'more fat than bard beseems ;** of a dull 
countenance, and a gross, unanimated, uninviting 
appearance ; silent in mingled company, but cheer- 
ful among select friends, and by his friends very 
tenderly and warmly beloved. 

He left behind him the tragedy of '^ Coriolanus,^^ 
which was, by the zeal of his patron. Sir George 
Lyttelton, brought upon the stage for the benefit 
of his family, and recommended by a prologue, 
which Quin, who had long lived with Thomson 
in fond intimacy, spoke in such a manner as 
shewed him ^' to be,'' on that occasion, '' no actor." 
The commencement of this benevolence is very 
honourable to Quin; who is reported to have de- 
livered Thomson, then known to him only for his 
genius, from an arrest, by a yery considerable 
present : and its continuance is honourable to both ; 
for friendship is not always the sequel of obliga- 
tion. By this tragedy a considerable sum was 
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raised, of which, part discharged his dehts, and 
the rest was remitted to his sisters. 

The beneYolence of Thomson was fervid, but 
not active: he would give on 9II occasions what 
assistance his purse would supply ; but the offices 
of intervention or solicitation he could not conquer 
his sluggishness sufficiently to perform. 

The biographer of Thomson has remarked, that 
an author's life is best read in his works: his 
observation was not well timed. Savage, who lived 
much with Thomson, once told me, how he heard 
a lady remarking, that she could gather from his 
works three parts of his character, that he was 
'*a great lover, a great swimmer, and rigorously 
abstinent ;** but, said Savage, he knows not any 
loTO but that of the sex ; he was perhaps never 
in cold water in his life ; and he indulges himself 
in all the luxury that comes within his reach. 
Yet Savage always spoke with the most eager 
praise of his social qualities, his wai^mth and con- 
stancy of friendship, and his adherence to his first 
acquaintance when the advancement of his repu- 
tation had left them behind him. 

The '^ Seasons '* is one of those rare and origi- 
nal productions, in which, at distant intervals in 
the progress of literature, genius appears to burst 
forth in distinct individuality of character,' in spite, 
it may be, of the bad taste or prevailing medio- 
crity of the period. There is in the human frame 
a perfect, but indefinable, correspondence which 
extends to every joints to the very hair of the 
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head : the artificial violation of this harmony is 
immediately perceptible. Something of this kind 
exists with respect to the prodactions of real genius. 
As models, they will be found exceedingly de- 
fectiTe. They would mislead, as much as they 
defy imitation^ But there is in them, as a whole, 
a certain homogeneousness of expression, which 
rescues even their faults from impropriety. They 
please or aifect us, not so much by particular 
qualities of excellence, as by the force of character 
diffused through the production, and by that Pro- 
methean power which the poet appears to possess 
of making his words glow and breathe with in- 
stinctive life. Milton and Thomson, although im- 
measurably dissimilar, may yet be adduced as two 
remarkable instances of poets whose chief works 
hare attained an almost equal degree of popularity, 
and have produced a powerful eifect on English 
literature ; and yet, in point of style and diction, 
they elude all attempts at successful imitation: 
the one, by a severe majesty of manner which 
ill befits an inferior subject, or the productions 
of an inferior mind; the other, the Johnson of 
poetry, has a gait of natural pomp, which it is 
mimicry to adopt; the moment it appears to be 
artificial, it becomes ridiculous. 

The causes which have contributed to the uni- 
versal popularity of this original poem, are, we do 
not scruple to say, not more its Merits, than its 
Subject and its Defects. How much is due to the 
Subject, flDiight be presumed from the circumstance, 
that this alone of Thomson^s poems has main- 
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tained UmM in public favour, although, in the 
opinion of competent critics, it is not his best. 
Few titles haVe been fonnd less attractive than 
^^The Poetical Works of James Thomson, ^^ at the 
very time that his *' Seasons'^ are circulating in 
every form the press can give them. Dr. Johnson's 
sentence upon ^'Liberty' and '^'Britannia'' has 
never been reversed (for once, af a critic, he iiras 
juat): and even ^'the Castle of Indolence*' is more 
praiaed than read. Thomson's subject was a happy 
one; but what rendered it particularly so, was, 
that when he wrote, it was a subject altogether 
open to a poet who wished to succeed hy novelty. 
Spenser was obsolete; Milton had be^n generally 
neglected ; Addison having then only recently done 
himaelf the honour of introducing the Paradise 
Lost to the notice of the public. With these great 
exceptions, there existed little descriptive poetry 
worthy of the name. The principal use which had 
been made of natural scenery, was, as an eternal 
storehouse of similes for the inditers of heroics, 
or of love elegies and madrigals. The absurdities 
of many of the English town-bred or scholastic 
verse-men, in what then passed for descriptive 
poetry, form a standing subject of ridicule. In 
vain shall we look among the works of the best 
of English poets, from the time of Elisabeth to 
this period, for any traces Of accurate observa- 
tion, or genuine feeling in reference to the bea'u- 
ties of nature. ^*From Dryden to Thomson,'' a 
very competent authority has remarked, *' there 
is scarcely a mral image drawn from life to be 
fonnd in any of the English poets except Gay." 



n 



XVI UFE OF THdMSaN. 

Pepe, who in his Windsor Forest seemed to hare 
taken Denham as his model, as -if ambitioas of 
excelling in descriptive poetry, ditfcovers much of 
the same French taste, the same want of native 
and appropriate feeling, which are chargeable on 
his predecessors. A poet then had only to copy 
the every-day beauties of natpre, in the langaage 
of a genuine love^ of nature, to be original. Thom- 
son, partly from early habits, partly perhaps from 
accident, struclc into this path. In his schoolboy 
days, with Virgil in his hand, he walked abroad, 
amid scenes sufficient to awaken all the enthu- 
siasm he possessed, which was that of an 
artist. He saw, as Johnson remarks, every thing 
with an eye, though he does not Appear to have 
felt every thing with the heart, of a poet. His 
subject admitted of being treated in that desul- 
tory manner which best suited the character of 
his mind. There was abundant scope for all the 
diifuseness of sentimental description, and for all 
the gorgeousness of colouring. Throughout the 
Seasons, it is to the senses, however, rather than 
to the heart, that the appeal is made. It is as 
much a painting as a poem. 

As, when Thomson published his Winter, the 
subject had the advantage of novelty; so the Sea- 
sons still preserves its rank, as the first descriptive 
poem in the language. It is one among the English 
earliest favourites which serve to awaken a sen- 
sibility to the beauties of external iiatnre. We 
read it with avidity, and perhaps with enthusiasm, 
at the period when our imagination first begins 
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to exercise itself on the objects of poetry; and it 
retains mach of its interest in afterlife, from being 
associated with the scenes of our youthful pleasures^ 

When we attribute the popularity which this 
poem has obtained, in some degree to its Defects, 
we allude not only to the faults of the style, but 
to the Tery cast of thought, and the intellectual 
ifuality of the sentiments, by which the poem Is 
characterized. A contemporary critic has remarked, 
that '^ There are few minds in which the Ioto 
of poetry does not form a sort of intellectual in- 
otinct; an instinct often blind and indiscriminate 
ingy yet haTing reference to something nobler than 
the wants of the physical being, and valuable as 
connected with the first development of the imagi'- 
nation and passions. The poetry which aims at 
popularity, must be adapted to that numerous claso 
of readers in whom this instinctive feeling estists, 
bat who have stopped short at a very low degree 
of mental cultivation, or whose imagination has 
been neglected amid the pursuits of afterlife*^ 
There is nothing in Thomson that requires any 
painful exercise of the faculties, that calls for 
any of the higher exertions of the imagination, 
or that soars beyond the experience of the humblest 
intellect. His style is indeed learned and ornate. 
Bu^ Burke has shown that words may the most 
powerfully affect the mind, when their meaning is 
indefinite. l¥here Thomson's language is the most 
inflated, his expressions have generally a specious 
grandeur of meaning derived from the felicity with 
whieh they are selected. His genius is in this re- 
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spect conepieiioas : tike the evening son, which 
inipartt pomp and brightness to the unsabstantial 
clouds with which it is enTeloped, it changes the 
very character of the faults which it appropriates. 

' The greatest defect in the Seasons respects the 
cast of its moral sentiments; but in this respect 
it is not the less adapted to the more numerous 
class of the readers of poetry. The Religion of 
the Seasons is of that general kind which Nature's 
self might teach to those who had no knowledge 
of the God of Revelation. It is a lofty and com- 
placent sentiment, which plays upon the feelings 
tike the ineffable power of solemn harmony, but 
lias no reference to the quality of our belief, to 
the dispositions of the heart, or to the habitual 
tendency of the character; still less does it iuTolve 
a devotional recognition of the revealed character 
of the Divine Being. But on this very account 
^* The Seasons ^ was adapted to please at the time 
that Pope ruled the republic of taste, and to the 
same cause the poem is still indebted for at least 
some of its admirers. 

The love of the Poet of the Seasons, is the 
*^ Passion of the Groves.^' The author, it is said, 
was susceptible of no higher sentiment. There is 
a prevailing vulgarity of feeling on this subject, 
which is only concealed by the splendour of the 
diction. The Poet's ideas of love are such as a 
schoolboy would naturally derive from the perusal 
of the Pantheon and Ovid's Metamorphoses. We 
know we shall offend common prejudice, in pro- 
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nouncing the tale of Mnsidora, which has fiirniflhed 
so many artists with a sobject, and the pabjishers 
of so many editions of Thomson with a captiyat- 
ing embellishment, to be as Tnlgarly conceiyed, 
and to be as coarse in sentiment, though not in 
expression, as a Dutch painting. Bat still Thom- 
son is chastity and parity itself in comparison 
with his contemporaries. There is always an air 
of elegance, and even of refinement, thrown over 
his warmest pictures. The Seasons, thongh they 
may^ administer fuel to an excited imagination, con- 
tain scarcely an expression that would raise the 
bluah of modesty. This decorum of expression ex- 
tends also in general to his ideas; and he is not 
perhaps to be blamed if these do not rise, in point 
of elevation of sentiment, above the level ' of his 
experience. 

We are indebted, however, to Thomson for one 
passage on domestic happiness, at the conclusion 
of his *' Spring," which does high credit to his 
feelings as a man and as a poet. Thomson never 
loved; but he was not an unamiable character. He 
was an alTectionate brother: his benevolence, though 
it partook of the indolence of his character, was 
fervid; and by his friends, we are told, he was 
very tenderly and warmly beloved. 

It is unnecessary to dwell on the beauties or 
merits of his great poem. Johnson has remarl^ed, 
that ^^his mode of thinhing and expressing his 
thoughts is original." This is no small praise. 
Hia descriptions, varying and rising with his sub- 
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ject, are at times magnificent ; ^t other timet, they 
difplay all the minute accuracy oaly to be ob> 
tained by familiar observation. No one but an 
angler could have described with so felicitous cor- 
^ rectnesB the fly-fisher's sport in the first Season. 
' There breathes throughout his poem the enthu- 
siasm of the poet of nature : and if we cannot allow 
that the reader of the Seasons ''wonders that he 
never saw before what Thomson shows him,'' unless 
it be a reader unaccustomed to hold converse with 
the beautiful in the material worid, yet he derives 
a high and more genuine gratification, in findings 
th^ scenes he loves described so well. 

The highest praise which he has received ought 
not to be suppressed; it is said by Lord'Lyttelton, 
in the prologue to his posthumous play, that his 
works contained 

*' No line which, dying, he could wish to blot." 
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The flnbject proposed. Inscribed to tbe Countess of Hertford. 
Tlie season is described as it affects the various parts of 
Jiatnre, ascending from the lower to the liigher; with 
digressions arising from the subject. Its influence on in- 
ainmate matter. On Vegetables. On brote animals. And 
last, on man. Concluding with a dissuasive from the wild 
and irregular passion of love, opposed to that of a pqre 
and happy kind. 



CoHB, gentle Spring, ethereal mildnesi, eome, 
And from the bosom of yon dropping cloud, 
While mosic walces around, veil'd in a showV 
Of shadowing roses, on our plains descend. 

O Hertford, fitted or to shine in courts 
Vfiih unaffected grace, or walk the plain 
With innocence and meditation joinM 
In soft a«emblage, listen to my song, 
IVhlch thy own season paints; when nature all 
Is blooming and benevolent, lilce thee. 

And see where surly Winter passes off, * 
Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts: 
His blasts obey, and quit the howling hill. 
The shatter^ forest, and the 4raTag'd yale; 
While softer gales succeed, at whose kind touch, 
DissolTing snows in livid torrents lost. 
The mountains lift their green heads to the sky. 

1 
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As yet the trembling year is unconfimi'd, 
And Winter oft at eve resumes the breeze, 
Chills the pale mom, and bids his driTing sleets 
Deform the day delightless; so that scarce 
The bittern knovs his time, with bill ingulf d 
To shake the sounding marshy or, from the shore, 
The plovers when to scatter o^er the heath, 
And sing their wild notes to the listening waste. 

At last from Aries rolls the bounteous sun. 
And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 
Th* ezpansive atmosphere is cramp'd with cold; 
But, full of life and vivifying soul. 
Lifts the light clouds sublime, and spreads them thin, 
Fleecy and white, o*er all-surrounding heav'n. 

Forth fly the tepid airs; and unconfin^d. 
Unbinding earth, the moving softness strays. 
Joyous, th' impatient husbandman perceives 
Relenting nature, and his lusty steers 
Drives firom their stalls, to where the well-nsM plough 
Lies in the furrow, loosened from the frost. 
There, unrefusing, to the hamessM yoke 
They lend their shoulder, and begin their toll, 
CheerM by the simple song and soaring lark. 
Meanwhile incumbent o*er the shining share 
The master leaas, removes th* obstructing clay. 
Winds the whole work, and sidelong lays the glebe. 

Wh}ft} thro' the neighb'ring fields the sower stalks, 
With measured step; and liberal throws the grain 
Into the faithful bosom of the ground: 
The harrow follows harsh, and shuts the scene. 

Be gracious, Heav*n! for now laborious man 
Has done his part. Ye fost'ring breezes, blow! 
Ye softening dews, ye tender showers, descend! 
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And temper all, thou world-reviving sun, 

Into the perfect year! Nor ye who live 

In liumiy and ease, in pomp and pride, 

Think these lost themes unworthy of your ear: 

Snch themes as these the rural Maro sung 

To wide imperial Rome, in the full height 

Of elegance and taste, by Greece refinM. 

In ancient times, the sacred plough employM 

The Icings and awful fathers of mankind: 

And tome with whom compared your insect-tribes 

Are 1>at the beings of a summer^s day,' 

Have held the scale of empire, rulM the storm 

Of mighty war; then, with victorious hand. 

Disdaining little delicacies, seizM 

The plough, and greatly independent liv'd. 

Ye generous Britains, venerate the plough; 
And o^er your hills, and long-withdrawing vales, 
Let ^ntumn spread his treasures to the sun, 
Luxuriant and unbounded! As the sea, 
Far through his azure ttirbulent domain. 
Your empire owns, and from a thousand shores 
Walts all the pomp of life into your ports; 
So with superior boon may your rich soil. 
Exuberant, nature's better blessings pour 
0*er ev*ry land, the naked nations clothe. 
And be th' exhaustless granary of a world! 

Nor only through the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes: the penetrative sun, 
His force deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of vegetation, sets the steaming powV 
At large, to wander o'er the verdant earth, 
*In various hues; but chiefly thee, gay green! 
rhon smiling nature's universal robe! 
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United light and shade! whete the sight dwells 
With growing strength^ and ever-new delight. 

From the moist meadow to the withered hill, 
Led by the breeze, the viyid yerdure runs. 
And swells, and deepens, to the cherish'd eye. 
The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees. 
Till the whole leafy forest stands displayed. 
In fiill luxuriance, to the sighing gales; 
Where the deer rustle through the twining brake, 
And the birds sing conceal^. At once, arrayM 
In all the colours of the flushing year, 
By nature's swift and secret-working hand, 
The garden glows, and fills the liberal air 
With lavish fragrance; while the promised fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceivM, 
Within its crimson folds. Now from the town, 
Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisonue da^pg, 
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields. 
Where freshness breathes,and dash the trembling dro|if 
From the bent bush, as through the verdant maze 
Of sweet-briar hedges I pursue my walk; 
Or taste the smell of dairy : or ascend 
Some eminence, Augusta, in thy plains. 
And see the country for diffused around. 
One boundless blush, one white-empurpled show'r 
Of mingled blossoms, where the rapturM eye 
Hurries from joy to joy ; and, hid beneath. 
The fair profusion, yellow Autumn spies. 

If, brushM from Russian wilds, a cutting gale 
Rise not, and scatter from his humid wings 
The clammy mildew; or dry-blowing, breathe 
Untimely frM>st; before whose baleful blast 



SPRING. 5 

Hie fon-blown Spring tlurough all her foUnge ahrinks 
Joyless and dead, a wide-dejected waste. 
For oft, engendered by the hazy north, 
Myriads on myriads, insect armies warp 
Keen in the poisonM breeze; and wasteful eat, 
Throngh bads and bark, into* the blackenM core, 
Their eager way. A feeble race! yet oft 
The sacred sons of vengeance; on whose conrse 
CorrosiTe famine waits, and kills the yeat. 
To check this plagne, the skilful fanner chaff 
And blazing straw before his orchard boms; 
Till, all involT'd in smoke, the latent foe 
FVom ev'ry cranny suflbcated falls; 
Or scatters o^er the blooms the pungent dust 
Of pepper, fatal to the frosty tribe : 
Or, when the enyenomM leaf begins to curl. 
With sprinkled water drowns them in their nest; 
Nor, while they pick them up with bnsy bill, 
The little trooping birds unwisely scares. 

Be patient, swains s these cruel-seeming winds 
Blow not in Tain. Far hence they keep repressM 
Those deepening clouds on clouds, surcharged widi rain, 
That, o^elr the yast Atlantic hither borne. 
In endless train, would quench the summer blaze, 
And, cheerless, drown the crude unripen^d year. 

The northreast spends his rage : he now shut up 
Within his iron cave, th* effusiye south 
Warms the wide air, and o^er the void of heaven 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal show'rs distent. 
At first a dusky wreath they seem to rise. 
Scarce staining ether; but by swift degrees, 
In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour sails 
Along the loaded sky; and mingling deep^ 
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Sita on th* horiion round a settled gloonr: 

Not inich as wintry storms on mortals shed. 

Oppressing life; but loyely, gentle, kind. 

And fiill of ev'ry hope and cv'ry joy 5 

The wish of nature. Gradual sinks the breexe 

Into a perfect calm; that not a breath 

Is heard to quiver through the closing woods, 

Or rustling turn the many^twinkling leaves 

Of aspin tall. Th' uncurling floods, diffins'd 

In glas8y« bi^eadth, seem through delusive lapse 

Forgetful of their course. ' 'Tis silence all. 

And pleasing expectation. Herds and flocks 

Drop the dry sprig, and^mute imploring^ eye 

The falling verdive. Hushed in short suspense. 

The plumy people streak their wings with oil. 

To throw the lucid moisture trickling off; 

And wait th' approaching sign to strike, at once. 

Into the genVal choir. E'en mountains, vales. 

And forests, seem, impatient, to demand 

The promised sweetness. Man superior walks 

Amid the glad creation, musing praise. 

And looking lively gratitude. At last, 

The clouds consign their treasures td the fields; 

And, softly shaking on the dimpled pool 

Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow 

In large effusion, o'er the freshen'd world. 

The stealing shew'r is sciu*ce to patter heard. 

By such as wander through the forest-waiks. 

Beneath th' umbrageous multitude of leaves. 

But who can hold the shade, while heav'n descends 

In universal bounty, shedding herbs. 

And fruits, and flow'rs, on nature's ample lap ? 

Swift fancy fir'd anticipates their growth; 
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And, while the milfcy nutriment distils, 
Beholds the Icindling country colour round. 

Thus all day long the fiiU-distended clouds 
Indulge their genial stores, and well showVd earth 
Is deep enriched with vegetalile life; 
Till, in the western sky, the downward sun 
Looks out eflblgent, irom amid the flush 
Of broken clouds, gay-shifting to his beam, 
llie rapid radiance instantaneous strikes 
Th' illumin'd mountain; through the forest streams. 
Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mist. 
Far tfmoking o'er th' interminable plain. 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 
Hoist, bright, and green, the landscape laughs around. 
Full swell the woods; their ev'ry music wakes, . 
Miz'd in wild concert with the warbling brooks 
Increased, the distant Ueatings of the hills. 
And hollow lows respensiye from the vales, 
Whence, blending all, the sweetenM zephyr springs. 
Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud, 
Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Sh«ots up immense, and ev'ry' hue unfolds. 
In fair proportion running from the red. 
To where the violet fades into the sky. 
Here, awfrd Newton, the dissolving clouds 
Form, fronting on iho sun, thy showery prism; 
And, to the sage instructed eye, unfold 
The' various twine of light, by thee disclosVI. 
From the white mingling maze. Not so the boy : 
He wondering views the bright enchantment bend^ 
Delightful, o*er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling glory; but amaxM 
Beholds th' amutive arch before him fly, 



Then Taniih ifidte awaj. Still night ntcceedi, 
A softenM shade, and saturated earth 
Awaits the morning beam, to gtwe to light, 
Rais'd through ten thousand dilTrent plastic tabes. 
The balmy treasures of the former day. 

Then spring the living herbs, profusely wild, 
O^er all die deep-green earth beyond the powV 
Of botanist to number up their tribes: 
Whether he steals along the lonely dale. 
In silent search; or through the forest, rank 
With what the dull ineurious weeds account, 
Bursts his blind way $ or climbs the moantam-roGk, 
FirM by the nodding yerdnre of its brow. 
With such a*liVral hand has nature flung 
Their seeds abroad, blown them about in winds, 
Innum'rous, mix^d them with the nursing mould. 
The moistening current, and prolific rain. 

But who their virtues can declare? who pierce. 
With vision pure, into these secret stores 
Of health, and life, and joy ? the food of man. 
While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told • 
A length of golden years, unfleshM in blood ; • 
A stranger to the savage arts of life, 
Death, rapine, eamage, surfeit, and disease; 
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world. 

The first fresh dawn then wak'd the gladdened race 
Of uncormpted man, nor blush'd to see 
The sluggard sleep beneath its sacred beam. 
For their light slumbers gently fumJd away; 
And up they rose as vigorous as the sun. 
Or to the culture of the willing glebe. 
Or to the cheerful tendence of the flock. 
Meantime the song went round; and dance and sport. 
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WM011I9 and friendly talk, tnccemdhre^ itole 
Their hours away. While in the rosy Tale 
liOTe hreath*d hit infiint righs from ang;uifh free, 
ilad. friU replete with biifls; save the sweet pain. 
That inly thrilling, but «xalts it more. 
INor yet injurious act, nor surly deed, 
Was known among those happy sons of heaT'n; 
For reason and benerolence were law. 
Harmonious nature too.lookM smiling on. 
dear shone the skies, cooFd with eternal gales, 
iind balmy spirit all. The youthful sun 
Shot his best rays; and still the gracious clouds 
DroppM fotness down; as o^er the swelling mead 
The herds and flocks, commixing, play'd secure. 
This when, emeigent from the gloomy wood, 
The glaring lien saw, his horrid heart 
Was meeken'd, and he joined his sullen joy, 
For music held the whole in perfect peace : 
Soft sigh'd the flute; the tender Toice was heard. 
Warbling the varied heart; the woodlands round 
Applied their quire; and winds and waters flowed 
In consonance. Such were those prime of days^ 

But now those white unblemished manners, whence 
The fiibling poets took their golden age. 
Are found no more amid these iron times. 
These dregs of life! New the distempered mind 
Has lost that concord of harmonious powers. 
Which forms the soul of happiness; and all 
Is off the poise within ; the passions all 
Have burst their bounds; and reason, half-ettinct 
Or impotent, or else approving, sees 
llie foul disorder. Senseless and deform'd, 
CoATulsiTe anger storms at large; or, pale 
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And silent, settles into fell reTenge. 

Base envy withers at another's joy, 

And hates that excellence it cannot reaehv 

Desponding fear, of feeble fiuicies fall, 

Weak and unmanly, loosens ev'ry powV. 

£ en love itself is bitterness of soul, 

A pensire anguish, pining at the heart; 

Or, sunk to sordid intVests, feels no more 

That noble wish, that never cloyM desire. 

Which, selfish joy disdaining, seeks alone 

To bless the dearer object of its flame. 

Hope sickens with extravagance; and grief. 

Of life impatient, into, madness swells. 

Or in dead silence wastes the weeping hoars. 

These, and a thousand mix'd emotions more» 

From ever-changing views of good and ill 

Formed infinitely various, vex the mind^ 

With endless storm; whence, deeply-rankling, 

grows 
The partial thought, a listless unconcern. 
Cold and averting from our neij^bonr's good, 
Then dark disgust, and hatred, winding wiles. 
Coward deceit, and ruffian violence: 
At last, extinct each social feeling, fell 
And joyless inhumanity pervades 
And petrifies the heart. Nature, disturbed. 
Is deemed, vindictive, to have changed her course. 

Hence in old dusky time a deluge came; 
When the deep>cleft disparting orb, that arched 
The central waters rowid, impetuous rushM, 
With universal burst, into the gulf; 
And o'er the high pil'd hills of fractured earth 
Wide dashed the waves in undulation vast; , 



Till, from jtlie eenftre to ti&e ttreunfaig dovdt, 
A shoreless ocean tDmbled round the globe. 

The seasons since have, with severer sway. 
Oppressed a broken world: the Winter keen 
Shook forth his waste of snows; and Sommer shot 
His pestilential heats. Great Spring, before, 
€hreen'd all the yeai^ i and frnits and blossoms blushed 
In social sweetness on the self-same bough. 
Pore was the temperate air: and even calm 
Perpetual reignM, save what the lephyvs bland 
Breath'd o'er the blue expanse; for then nor storms 
Were taught to blow, n<Hr hurricanes to rage; . 
Sound slept the waters: no sulphurous glooms 
Sw«]rd in the sky, and sent the lightning for&; 
While sickly damps, and cold autumnal fogs. 
Hang not, rdaxing, on the springs of life. 
But now, of turbid elements the sport, 
From clear to cloudy tossM, from hot to cold. 
And dry to moist, with inward eating change. 
Oar drooping days have dwindled down to nought. 
Their period finished ere '^tis well begun. 

And yet the wholesome herb iieglected dies; 
Though with the pure exhilarating soul 
Of nnlHment and health, and vital powers. 
Beyond the search of art, 'tis copious blest. 
For, with ^ hot ravine fir'd, ensanguin'd man 
b now become the lion of the plain. 
And worse. The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne'er drunk her milk, 
Nor wore her warming fleece : nor has the steer. 
At whose strong chest the deadly tiger hangs. 
E'er ploughed for him. They too are tempered high. 
With hunger stung and wild neeestity. 
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Nor lodges pity In their shaggy breait* 
But man, whom nature formed of milder clay, 
With ey/*ry Icind emotion in his heart, 
And taught alone to weep; while from her lap 
She pours ten thousand delicacies, herbs, 
And fruits, as numerous as the drops of rain, 
Or beams that gave them birth : shall he, fab form ! 
Who wears sweet smiles, and looks erect on heay'n, 
E^en stoop to mingle with the prowling herd. 
And dip his tongue in gore? The beast of prey, 
Blood-stainM, deserves to bleed ; but you, ye flocks. 
What have you done? ye peaceful people, what. 
To merit death? you who haye giv'n us milk 
In luscious streams, and lent us your own coat 
Against the winter^s cold. And the plain oi. 
That harmless, honest, guileless animal. 
In what has he offended? he, whose toil. 
Patient, and ever ready, clothes the land 
Wjth all the pomp of hiurvest; shall he bleed, 
And struggling groan beneath the cruel hands 
ETen of the clown he feeds? and that, perhaps, 
To swell the riot of th' autumnal feast 
Won by his labour? Thus the feeling heart 
Would tenderly suggest; but ^tis enough,^ 
In this late age, adTcnturous to have touched 
Light on the numbers of the Samian sage : 
High Heaven forbids the bold presumptuous etrain. 
Whose wisest Will has fiz'd us in a state 
That must not yet to pure perfection rise. 

Now, when the first foul torrent of the brooks. 
Swells with the yemal rains, is ebb'd away, 
And, whitening, down their mossy-tinctured stream 
Descends the biUowy foam; now is the time. 
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While yet the dark hrovn water aids the guile. 
To tempt the trout. The weli-disteinbled fly. 
The rod fine tap'ring with eliistie spring, 
SnatchM from the hoary steed the floating line, 
And all thy slender watry stores, prepare. 
But let not on thy hooli the torturM worm 
ConTulsiye twist in agonizing folds; 
Which, by rapacious hunger swallow'd de^, 
Giyes, as you tear it from the bleeding breast 
Of the weak, helpless, uncomplaining wretch, 
Harsh pain and horror to the tender hand. 

When with his liyely ray the potent sun 
Has pierc'd the streams, and roused the finny race. 
Then, issuing cheerful, to thy sport repair; 
Chief should the western breezes curling play. 
And light o*er ether bear the shadowy clouds, 
High to their fount, thu day, amid the hills. 
And woodlands- warbling round, trace up the brooks^ 
The next, pursue their rocky channelled maze, 
Down to the river, in whose ample wave 
Their little naiads loye to sport at large. 
Just in the dubious point, where with the pool 
Is miz'd the trembling stream, or where it boils 
Around the stone, or from the hollowM bank 
ReTcrted plays in undulating flow; 
There throw, nice judging, the delusive fly; 
And as you lead it round in artfiil curve, ^ 

With eye attentive mark the springing game. 
Straight as above the surface of the flood 
They wanton rise, or, urgM by hunger, leap. 
Then fix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hookr 
Some lightly tossing to the grassy bank. 
And to the shelving shore slow dragging some, 



14 SPfUTNG. 

Witb variouB hand proportion^ to their force. 

If yet too young, and easily deeeiT'd, 

A worthless prey scarce bends your pliant rod. 

Him, piteous of his yottth, and the short space 

He has enjoy'd the Tital light of heaven. 

Soft disengage, and back into the stream 

The speckled captive throw. But should you lure, 

From his dark haunt, beneath the tangled roots 

Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook, 

Behoves you then to ply your finest art. 

Long time he, following cautious, scans the fly; 

And oft attempts to seize it, but as oft 

The dimpled water speaks his jealous fear. 

At last, whilst haply o^er the shaded sun 

Passes a cloud, he desperate takes the death, 

With sullen plunge. At once he darts along, 

Deep-struck, and runs out all the lengthened line; 

Then seeks the furthest ooze, the sheltering weed. 

The cavemM bank, his old secure abode; 

And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool. 

Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand. 

That feels him still, yet to his furious course 

Gives way, you, now retiring, following now 

Across the stream, exhaust his idle rage. 

Till, floating broad upon his breathless side, 

4^ to his fate abandon'd, to the shore 

You gaily drag your unresisting prize. 

Thus pass the temp'rate hours; but when the sun 
Shakes from his noon-day throne the scattering clouds, 
E^en shooting listless languor through the deeps; 
' -Then seek the bank where flowering elders crowd. 
Where, scattered wild, the lily of the vale 
Its balmy essence breathes, where cowslips han^ 
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The dewj head, where pnrple violets lurk. 

With all the lowly children of the shade: 

Or lie reclinM heneath yon spreading ash, 

Hong o^er the steep, whence, borne on liquid wing, 

The sounding culTor shoots, or where the hawk 

High in the beetling cli£P his aery builds. 

There let the classic page thy fency lead 

Through rural scenes, such as the Mantuan swain 

Paints in the matchless harmony of song. 

Or catch thyself the landscape, gliding swift 

Athwart imagination's vivid eye : 

Or by the vocal woods and waters lullM, 

And lost in lonely musing, in the dream, 

ConfusM, of careless solitude, where mix 

Ten thousand wandering images of things, 

Sooth ev'ry gust Qf passion into peace; 

All but the swellings of the softened heart. 

That waken, not disturb, the tranquil mind. 

Behold! yon breathing prospect bids the muse 
Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint 
Like nature? Can imagination boast. 
Amid its gay creation, hues like hers? 
Or can it mix them with- that matchless skill. 
And lose them in each other, as appears 
In eVry bud that blows? If fancy then 
Unequal fails beneath the pleasing task, 
Ah, what shall language do? ah, where finds words 
Ting'd with so many colours; and whose pow'r. 
To life approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, those aromatic gales. 
That inexhaustive flow continual round? 

Yet, though successless, will the toil delight. 
Come then, ye virgins, and ye youths, whose hearts 



19 SPRING. 

Haye felt tbe raptares of refining lore; 
And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my song! 
FormM by the Graces, loveliness itself! 
Come, with those downcast eyes, sedate and sweet ; 
Those looks demure, that deeply pierce the soul; 
Where, with the light of thoug^tfol reason mii*d. 
Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart: 
Oh come! and while the rosy-footed May 
Steals hlushing on, together let us tread 
The morning dews, and gather in tiieir prime 
Fresh-blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair. 
And thy lovM bosom, that improves their sweete. 
See, whw6 the winding vale its lavish stores, 
Irriguous, spreads. See, how the lily drinks 
The latent rill, scarce oozing through the gniM, 
Of growth luxuriant : or the humid bank 
In fair profusion decks. Long let us walk. 
Where the breeze blows firom yon extended field 
Of blossomM beans. Arabia cannot boast 
A fuller gale of joy, than, lib'ral^ thence 
Breathes through the sense, and takes the ravished 
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Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot, 
Full of fresh verdure, and unnumbered flow'rs. 
The negligence of nature, wide and wild. 
Where, undisguised by mimic art, she spreads - 
Unbounded beauty to the roving eye. 
Here their delicious task the fervent bees. 
In swarming millions, tend: around, athwart. 
Through the soft air, the busy nations fly. 
Cling to the bud, and with inserted tube 
Suck its pure essence, its ethereal soul; 
And oft, with bolder wing, they soaring dare 
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The pnrple heath, or where the wild thj^me growt, 
And yellow load them with the luscious 0poil. 

At length the finished garden to the view 
Its Tigtas opens, and its valleys green. 
Snatch'd through the verdant maze, the hurried eye 
Distracted wanders; now the bowery walk 
Of covert close, where scarce a speck of day 
Falls on the lengthened gloom, protracted sweeps; 
Now meets the bending sky; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breexy ruffled lake. 
The forest darkening round, the glittVing spire, 
Th' ethereal mountain, and the distant, main. 
But why so far extensive? when, at hand. 
Along these blushing borders, bright with dew. 
And in yon mingled wilderness of fiow'rs, 
Fair-handed Spring nnbofoms ev^ry grace; 
Throws out the snow-drop and the crocus first; 
The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue, 
And polyanthus of unnumbered dyes; 
The yellow wall-flower^ stainM with iron brown; 
And lavish stock, that scents the garden round: 
From the soft wing of vernal breeaes shed, 
Anemonies, auriculas, enriched 
With shining meal o^er all their velvet leaves: 
And lull ranunculus, of glowing red. 
Then comes the tulip-race, where beauty plt>7* 
Her idle freaks; from fomUy diffused 
To ftoily, as flies the father-dust. 
The varied colours run; and while they break 
On the charmM eye, th' exulting florist marks, 
With secret pride, the wonders of his hand. 
Ko gradual bloom is wanting; from the bud, 
First-bom of Spring, to Sommer'a musky tribes; 

t 
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Nor hyftcintlis, of purest Tirgtii white, 

Low bent, and blaifhing^ inward ; nor jonquils, 

Of potent fragrance ; nor narcissus fair. 

As o^er the fabled fountain hanging still ; 

Nor broad camaliions, nor ^y-spotted pinks; 

Nor, showered from eVry bush, the damask rose; 

Infinite numbers, delicacies, smells. 

With hues on hues ei^ression cannot paint. 

The breath of nature and her endless bloom. 

Hail, Source of Being ! Uniyersal Soul 
Of heaVn and earth ! Essential Presence, hail ! 
To Thee I bend the knee; to Thee my th<raghts. 
Continual, climb ;• who, with a master hand. 
Hast the great whole into perfection touchM. 
By Thee the various Tegetative tribes. 
Wrapt in a filmy net, and clad with leaves. 
Draw the live ether, and imbibe the dew : 
By Thee disposed into congenial soils. 
Stands each attractive plant, and sucks, and swells 
The juicy tide ; a twining mass of tubes. 
At Thy command the vernal sun awakes 
The torpid sap, detruded to the root 
By wintry winds, that now in fluent dance, • 
And lively fermentation, mounting, spreads 
All this innumVous-colour'd scene of things. 

As rising from the vegetable world 
My theme ascends, with equal wing ascend. 
My panting Muse! And hark, how loud the 

woods 
Invite you forth in all your gayest trim. 
Lend me your song, ye nightingales ! oh, pour 
The masy-running soul of melody 
Into my varied verse ! while I deduce, 
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From the first note the hollow cackoo sings. 
The symphony of Spring, and touch a theme 
Unknown fo feme, the passion of the grores. 
When first the sonl of lore is sent abroad, 
Warm through the vital air, and on the heart 
Harmonious seizes, the gay troops begin. 
In gallani; thought, to plume the painted wing, 
And tfy again the long-forgotten strain ; 
At Inrst faint warbled : but no sooner grows 
The soft infusion prevalent, and wide, 
Than, all alive, at once their joy overflows 
In music unconfin'd. Up springs the lark, 
ShriU-voic'd and loud, the messenger of mom : 
fire yet the shadows fly, he mounted sings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their haunts 
Calls up the tuneful nations. Ev'ry copse ' 
Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture e'er the heads 
Of the coy choristers that lodge within. 
Are prodigal of harmony. Thetthrush 
And wood-lark, o'er the bind contending throng 
Superior heard, run through the sweetest length 
Of notes ; when listening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purposes, in thought 
Elate, to make her night excel their day. 
The blackbird whistles from the thorny brake ^; 
The meUow bullfinch answers from the grove: 
Nor are the linnets, o'er the flow'ring furze 
Four'd out profusely, silent. Join'd to these, 
Innnm'rous songsters, in the freshening shade 
Of new-sprung leaves, their modulations mix 
JHellifluons. The jay, the rook, the daw, 
And e-arh harsh pipe, discordant heard alone, 
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Aid the fall concert ; while the gtock-44»Te breathes 
A melancholy mnrmur through the whole. 

'Tis lore creates their melody, and all 
Thi8 waste of music is the voice of lore; 
That e'en to birds and beasts the tender arts 
Of pleasing teaches. Hence the glossy kind 
Try ev'ry winning way inyentiye lore 
Can dictate, and in courtship to their males 
Pour forth their little souls. First, wide around. 
With distant awe, in airy rings they rove. 
Endeavoring by a thousand tricks to catch 
The cunning, conscious, half-averted glance 
Of their regardless charmer. Should she seem. 
Softening, the least approvance to bestow. 
Their colours burnish, and, by hope inspirM, 
They brisk advance; then, on a sudden struck. 
Retire disordered; then again approach, 
In fond rotation spread the spotted wing. 
And shiver ev'ry feather with desire. 

Connubial leases agreed, to the deep woods 
They haste away, all as their fancy leads. 
Pleasure, or food, or secret safety, prompts; 
That nature's great command may be obey'd : 
Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive 
Indulg'd in vain. Some to the holly hedge 
Nestling repair, and to the thicket some ; 
Some to the rude protection of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring. The cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few, 
Their food its insects, and its moss their nests. 
Others, apart, far in the grassy dale. 
Or roiigh'ning waste, their humble texture weavee. 
But most in woodland solitudes delight. 
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Id vafreqiMiited gloonuy or tliaggy bankf. 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 
Whose nnmniin «oo|ji them all the livelong day, 
When by kind daty iix*d. Among the roota 
Of hasel, pendent o^er the plaintive stream, 
They frame the first foundation of their domas; 
Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fi^bric laid, . 
And bound with clay together. Now *tis nought ■ 
But restless hnny through the busy air. 
Beat by unnumbered wings. The swaUow sweeps 
The slimy pool, to build his l^angtng house 
Intent. And often from the careless back. 
Of herds and flocks, a thousand tugging bills 
Plack hair and wool; and oft, when unobserved. 
Steal from the bam a straw: till soft and warm. 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows. 

As thus the patient dam assiduous sits. 
Not to be tempted from her tender task. 
Or by sharp liunger, or by smooth delight. 
Though the whole loosen'd Spring around her blows. 
Her sympathising lover takes his stand 
High on th* opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 
The tedious time away; or else supplies 
Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 
To pick the scanty meal. Th* appointed time 
With pious toil fulfilled, the callow young, 
Warm'd and expanded into perfect life. 
Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 
A helpless family, demanding food 
With constant clamour. O what pafisions then, 
What melting sentiments of kindly care. 
On the new parents seise! Away they fly. 
Affectionate, and, undesiring, bear 
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The most delicious morisel to their y^vitg^ 

Which eqaally distributed, again 

The search begins. E'en so a gende pair. 

By fortune sunk, bat formM of genVottir monld, 

And charmM with cares beyond the itilgar breast. 

In some lone cot amid the distant woods, 

Sustain^ alone by proTidentialheaVn, 

Oft, as they weeping eye their infant train. 

Check their own appetites, and give them all^ 

Nor toil alone they scorn: exalting love, 
By the great Father of the Spring ins^ir^d, 
Gives instant courage to the fearful race, 
And to the simple, art. With stealthy ving. 
Should some rude foot tlieir woody haunts molest, 
Amid a neighVring bush they silent drop. 
And, whirring thence, as if alann'd, deceive 
Th* unfeeling school-boy. Hence around the head 
Of wandVing swain the white-wingM plover wheels 
Her sounding flight, and then directly on 
In long excursion skims the level lawn. 
To tempt him from her nest. The wild duck, hence. 
O'er the rough moss, and o'er the trackless waste 
The heath-hen, flutters (pious fraud), to lead 
The hot-pursuing spaniel far astray. 

Be not the Muse asham'd, here to bemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage 
From liberty confin'd, and boundless air. 
Dull are the pretty slaves, their plumage dull. 
Ragged, and all its brightening lustre lost ; 
IVor is that sprightly wildness in their notes, 
Which, clear and vigVous, warbles from the beech. 
O then, ye friends of love, and love-taught song. 
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Spare Ihe eoH tribes; thU Inirb'roiu art forbear; 
If on your bosom innocence can win, 
Music engage, or piety persuade. 

But let not cbief the nightingaJe lament 
Her ruined care, too delicately framed 
To brook the harsh confinement of the cage. 
Oft whe^, returning with her loaded bill, 
The astonished mother finds a yacant itest. 
By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
RobbM, to the ground the yain prOTision falls; 
Her pinions ruffle, and, low drooping, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade; 
Where, all abandoned to despair, she sings 
Her sorrows through the night; and, on the bough 
Sole sitting, stiU at eyery dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable strain 
Of binding woe ; till, wide around, the woods 
Sigli to her song, and with her wail resound. 

But now the feathered youth their former bounds, 
Ardent, disdain; and, weighing oft their wings, 
Demand the free possession of the sky: 
This one glad office more, and then dissolyes 
Parental love at once, now needless grown; 
ITnlavish wisdom neyer works in rain. 
Tie on .some ev'ning, sunny, grateful, mild. 
When nought but bidm is breathing thro' the woodsy 
With yellow lustre bright, that the new tribes 
Visit the spacious heay^ns, and look abroad 
On nature's common, for as they can see. 
Or wing, their range and pasture. O'er the bought 
Dancing about, still at the giddy yerge 
Their resolution fails; their pinions still, 
In loose libration stretch'd, to trust the yoid, 
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Trembling refitse: till down before tbem lly 
Tlie parent guides, and chide, exhort, command. 
Or push them off. The surging air receives 
Its plumy burden; and theif. self-taught ving» 
Winnow the waving element. On ground 
Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 
Farther and farther on, the lengfth'ning flight; 
Till vanishM ev'ry fear, and er'ry pow'r 
Rons'd into life and action, light in air 
Th' acquitted parents see their soaring race. 
And, once rejoicing, never know them more. 

High lirom the summit of a craggy cliff 
Hung o'er the deep, such as amazing frowne 
On utmost Kilda's * shore, whose lonely race 
Resign the setting sun to Indian worlds. 
The royal eagle draws his vigorous young. 
Strong pounced, and ardent with paternal fire. 
Now fit to raise a kingdom of their own, } 

He drives them fWim his fort, the towVing oeat. 
For ages, of his empire; which, in peace, 
Unstained he holds, while many a league to sea 
He wings his course, and preys in distant isles. 

Should I my steps turn to the rural seat, 
W^ose lofty elms and venerable oaks 
Invite the rook, who, high amid the boughs. 
In early spring, his airy city builds. 
And ceaseless caws amusive; there well pleased 
I might the various polity survey 
Of the mix*d household kind. The careful hen 
Calls all her chirping family around. 
Fed and defended by the fearless cock; 

* The farthest of the western islaade of Scotlud. 
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Whose iHreast with ardonr flames, as on he walbs,' 
Gracefid, and cvowa defiance. In the pond, 
The finely checkered dock hefone her train 
Rows garmioiis. The stately-sailing swan 
Gives ont his snowj plnniage to the gale; 
And, arehing prond his neck^ with oary feel 
Bears forward fierce, and giiards his osier isle, 
Protective, of his young. The tarkey nigh. 
Loud threatening, reddens; while the peaeock spreads 
His er^ry colour'd glory to the snn. 
And swims in radiant majesty along. 
0*er the whole homely scene, the cooing dove 
Flies thick in am'rons chase, and wanton rolls 
The glancing eye, and tarns the changefiil neck. 

While thns the gentle tenants of the riiade 
Indulge their pnrer loves, the rougher world 
Of brutes below rush IWrious into flame. 
And fierce desire. Through all his lusty veins 
The bull, deep-scorch*d, the raging jpassion feels. 
Of pasture sick, and negligent of food. 
Scarce seen, he wades among the yellow bvoom. 
While o'er his ample sides the rambling sprays 
Luxuriant shoot; or through the mazy wood 
Dejected wanders, nor th' enticing bud 
Crops, though it presses on his careless sense. 
And oft, in jealous maddViing liuicy wrapt. 
He seeks the flght; and, idly batting, feigns 
His rival gor'd in ev'ry ^knotty trunk. 
Him should he meet, the bellowing war begins: 
Their eyes- flash fury; to the hollowM earth. 
Whence the sand flies, they mutter bloody deeds, 
And groaning deep, th' impetuous battle mix: 
While the foir heifer, balmy-breathing, near. 
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Standi kiadUag up their rage. The tremhliog steed; 
With this hot impulse seized in ereiy nerve. 
Nor heed^ the rein^ Bor hears the soiiBdii^ thong; 
Blows are noA felt; hut, tossing high his head^ 
And by the well-knpvn joy to distant pla^. 
Attracted strong, all wild he bursts away; 
O^er rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains, flies; 
And, neighing, on tV aerial. siimmit takes 
Th^ exciting gale; then, steep descendii^ cleaves 
The headlong torrents foaming down the hills, 
E^en where the madness of the straitened stream 
Turns in black eddies round: such is the force 
With which his frantic heart and sinews swell. 

Nor undelighted by the boundless Spring 
Are the broad monsters of the foaming deep: 
From the deep oose and gelid cavern roused. 
They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy. 

Dire were the strain, and dissqnant, to sing 
The cruel raptures of the savage kind: 
How, by this flame their native wrath sublimed, 
They.coam) amid the fury of their heart. 
The flirnresounding waste, in fiercer bands, 
And growl their horrid loves. But this the theme 
I sing, enraptured, to the British fair, 
Forbidt; and leads me to the mountain brow. 
Where sits the shepherd on the grassy turf, 
Inhaling, healthful, the descending sun. 
Around him feeds his many-bleating flock. 
Of various cadence; and his sportive lambs. 
This way and that convolved, in friskfiil glee, 
Their frolics play. And now the sprightly race 
Invites them forth; when swift, the signal giv^u. 
They start away, and sweep the massy mound 
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That mar afonildl the hill; thto rampnrf one^ 

Of iron war,' in aacieiit barb'rons timm. 

When disunited Britain ever bled. 

Lost in eternal' broil: ere yet she grew - 

To this deep laid indissoluble state, 

Whtere wealth and commerce lift their golden headd, 

And oW our laboars libe^y • and law. 

Impartial, watch ; the wondei^ of a world ! 

Vfhmt is this mighty bfeath,. ye sages, say^ 
That^ in a powVfol language, Mi^ not heard. 
Instructs the fowls of hear'n ; and' thro* • their bniasl 
These art* of love diffuses 9 What, hut God? * 
Inspiring God ! who, bouadless epirit all. 
And unremitting energy, pervades,' • 

Adjusts, sustains, and agitates the whole. •«• 

He ceaseless works alone; and yet alone 
Seems aot to Vorfc: with such perfection fram*d.'* 
Is tliia complex stupendous scheme of things. •>« -t 
But, though •ooueenrdj to eV^ry pierar eye 
Th* iafsnuing Author in his works appears; 
Chief, lovely Spring, In thee, and thy soft sceaesi, 
The smiling God is seen; while water, earth, 
And ahr, attest his bounty; wbich ejcalts 
The brute creation to this finer; thought, 
And annual melts their uudesij^ing hearts • • ^ 
Profusely thus in tenderness and joy. 

Still let my song a nobler note' assume, ■ < 
And sing th* infnsive force of- luring on man:' 
When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie, 
To raise his being, and serene his soul. 
Can he forbear to join the general smile 
Of nature 9 Can fierce passions vex his breast, 
While ev'ry gale is peace, and ev*ry grove 
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Of flowing Spring, ye sordid sons oi euth. 

Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe^ 

Or only lavish to yoorselves; away! 

But come, ye generous minds, in whose wide thovght. 

Of all his works, creatire bounty hvrns 

With warmest beam, and on your open firost 

And liberal eye sits, from his dark retreat 

Inyiting modest Want. Nor till invok'd 

Can restless goo^ess wait: your actiTe search 

Leaves no cold wintry comer unexplored; 

Like silent-^working Hcay'n, surprising oft 

The lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roying spirit of the wind 

Blows Spring abroad; for yon the teeming clouds 

Descend in gladsome plenty o'er the world; 

And the sun sheds his kindest rays for you. 

Ye flower of human race ! In these green days 

Reviving sickness lifts her languid head; 

Life flows afresh; and young ey'd health exalts 

The whole creation round. Contentment walks 

The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss 

Spring o'er her heart, beyond the pow^ of 

To purchase. Pure serenity apace 

Induces thought, and contemplation still. 

By swift degrees the love of nature works. 

And warms the bosom; till at last sublimed 

To rapture and enthusiastic heat, 

We feel the present Deity, and taste 

The joy of God to see a happy world! 

These are the sacred fselings of thy heart, 
Thy heart inform'd by reason's purer ray, 
O Lyttleton, the friend! thy passions thus 
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Courting the Muse, thro' HagleyPark thoa Btray*«t, 

Thy British Tempo! There along the dale, 

With woodg oWhnng, find shagged with mcMsy roclia, 

Whtmce on each hand the gushing waters play, 

And down the* rough cascade white dashing fall, 

Or gleam in lengthened yista through the trees, 

Yoa silent steal; or sit beneath the shade 

Of solemn oaks, that tuft the swelling mounts 

Thrown graceful round by nature's careless hand. 

And pensiye listen to the Tarious voice 

Of rural peace : the herds, the flocks, the birds. 

The hoUow-whispVing breese,* the plaint of rills. 

That, purling down amid the twisted roots 

Which creep around, their dewy murmurs shake 

On the sooth'd ear. From these abstracted, oft 

Yoa wander through the philosophic world; 

Where in bright train continual wonders rise, 

Or to the curious or the pious eye. 

And oft, conducted by historic truth, 

Yoa tread the long extent of backward time. 

Planning, with warm benevolence of mind. 

And honest seal, nnwarp'd by party rage, 

Britannia's weal; how from the venal gulf 

To raise her virtue, and her> arts revive. 

Or, turning thence thy view, these graver thoughts 

The Muses charm : while, with sure taste refin'd. 

You draw th' inspiring breath of ancient song; 

Till nobly rises, emulous, thy own. 

Perhaps thy lov'd Lncinda shares thy walk. 
With soul to thine attun'd. Then nature all 
Wears to the lover's eye a look of love; 
And all the tumult of a guilty world, 
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ToBsM by nngen^rons passions, sinks away. 

The t^ider heart is aniikiated peace; 

And as it pours its copious treasures forth, 

In Tttried conyerse, soft^ning^ ev'ry theme, 

Yon, frequent pausing, turn, and from her eyes, 

Where meekenM sense, and amiable grace, 

Aiid liyely sweetness, dwell, enraptur'd drink 

That nameless spirit of ethereal' joy. 

Unutterable happiness! which lore 

Alone bestows, and on a fftTOur'd few. 

Meantime you gain the height, irom whose fair 

brow 
The bursting prospect spreads inimense around : 
And snatch'd o'er hill and dale, and wood and lawo, 
And Terdant field, and darkening heath between. 
And Tillages embosomM soft in trees. 
And spiry towns by surging columns mariiM 
Of household smoke, your eye excursive roams : 
Wide-stretching from the hall, in whose kind haunt 
The hospitable genius lingers still. 
To where the broken landscape, by degrees 
Ascending, roughens into rigid hills; 
O'er which the Cambrian mountains, like far clouds 
That skirt the blue horiaon, dusky rise. 

FlushM by the spirit of the genial year. 
Now from the virgin's cheek a fresher bloom 
Shoots, less and less, the lire carnation round ; 
Her lips blush deeper sweets ; she breathes of youth ; 
The shining moisture swells into her eyes 
In brighter flow; her wishing bosom heaves 
With palpitation wild; kind tumults seize 
Her veins, and all her yielding soul is love. 
From the keen gaze her lover turns away. 
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Fall of the dear ecetetic power, and siek 
Wiih sighing languislimeiit. Ah, then, ye fair! 
Be greatly cantimit i>f your sliding hearts: 
Dare not th' infectioiu sigh; the pleading looV, 
Downcast and low, in meek snbmiggion dressed, 
But fnll of guile. Let not the ferrent tongue. 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation smooth. 
Gain on yonr purposM will. Nor in the bower, 
Where woodbines flaunt, and roses shed a coach. 
While Erening draws her crimson curtains round. 
Trust your soft piinates with betraying man. 

And let th' aspiring youth beware of love. 
Of the smooth glance beware ; for 'tis too late. 
When on his heart the torrent softness pours. 
Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame 
Dissolves in air away; while the fond soul, 
WrappM in gay visions of unreal bliss. 
Still paints th' illusive form; the kindling grace; 
Th' enticing smile; the modest seeming eye, 
Beneath whose beauteous beams, belying heaven, 
Lurk searchless cunning, cruelty, and death: 
And still false warbling in his cheated ear. 
Her siren-voice, enchanting, draws him on 
To goilefnl shores, and meads of fatal joy. 

E'en present, in the veiy lap of love 
Inglorious laid; while music flows around. 
Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours; 
Amid the roses fierce Repentance rears 
Her snaky crest : a quick returning pang 
Shoots through the conscious heart, where honour 

stiU, 
And great design, against th' oppressive load 
Of Inxury, by fits, impatient heave. 
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Bnt Bbient, what fantastie woes, anraa^d, 
Rage in each thought, hj restlefs mnsing ibd, 
Chill the warm cheek, and blast the bloom of life ! 
Neglected fortune flies; and sliding swift. 
Prone into ruin, fall his scom*d affairs. 
'Tis nought but gloom around: the darken'd son 
Loses his light. The rosy-bosom^d Spring 
To weeping fancy pines: and jmn bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a dusky vault. 
All nature fades extinct ; and she alone 
Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thought. 
Fills every sense, and pants in every vein. 
Books are but formal dulness, tedious Mends; 
And sad amid the social band he sits. 
Lonely and unattentive. From his tongue 
Th' unfinished period falls : while, borne away 
On swelling thought his wafted spirit flies 
To the vain bosom of his distant fliir; 
And leaves the semblance of a lover, fiz'd 
In melancholy site, with head declined. 
And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he starts. 
Shook from his tender trance, and restless runs 
To glimmering shades, and sympathetic glooms; 
Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling stream 
Romantic hangs; there through the pensive dusk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation lost, 
Indulging all to love; or on the bank 
Thrown, amid drooping lilies, swells the breeze 
With sighs unceasing, and the brook with tears. 
Thus in soft anguish he consumes the day. 
Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon 
Peeps through the chambers of the fleecy east. 
Enlightened by degrees, and in her train 
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Leads on the gentle hours; then fotth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languish of her beam, 
With softened sokI, and woos the bird of eve 
To mingle ifoeu with his; or, while the world, 
And all the, sons of ,C<ure, lie hushed in sleep. 
Associates with the midnight shadows drear; 
And, sighing to the lonelj taper, pours 
His idly-torturM heart into the page. 
Meant for the moying messenger of lore ; 
Where rapture bums on rapture, eyery line 
With rising phreniy fir^d. But if on bed 
Delirious flung, sleep from his pillow flies, 
AH night he tosses, nor the balmjr power 
In any posture finds; till the grey mom 
Lifts ^er pale lustre on the paler wretch, 
Exanimate by love; and then periiaps 
Exhausted IVature sinks a while to rest, 
StUl interrupted by distracted dreams, 
That o^er the sick imagination rise. 
And in black colours paint the mimic scene. 
Oft with the enchantress of his soul he talks ;, » 
Sometimes in crowds distressed ; or if retired 
To secret winding flow^r-enwoyen bowers, 
Far from the dull impertinence of Man, 
Just as he, credulous, his endless cares 
Begins to lose in blind obliTions loTOt 
Snatched from her yielded hand, he knows not howy 
Through forests huge, and long untraverd heaths 
With desolation brown, he wanders waste. 
In night and tempest wrapt; or shrinks aghast. 
Back from the bending precipice; or wades 
The turbid stream below, and strives to reach 
The farther shore ; where succonrless and sad, 

3 
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She with extended arms his aid implores ; 
But ritrires in rain: borne by th* outrag;eous flood. 
To distance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 
Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy sinks. 
These are the charming agonies 6t love, 
Whose misery delights. But through the heart 
Should jealousy its venom once difliise, 
^Tis then delightftil misery no more. 
But agony unmix'd, incessant gall, 
Corroding e^'ery thought, and blasting all 
Lovers paradise. Ye fairy prospects, then, 
Ye beds of roses, and ye bowers of joy. 
Farewell! ye gleaniings of diepartcfd peace. 
Shine out your 'last; the yellow-tinging plague '., 
Internal vision taints, and in a night ' "^ «, 

Of livid gloom Imagination wraps. ^. 

Ah ! then, instead of love-enlivenM cheeks,'^ i 
Of sunny features, and of ardent ^es 
With flowing rapturte bright, dark looks succeed, 
Sulfus'd, and glaring with untender fire; 
A clouded aspect, and a burning cheek. 
Where the whole poison'd soul malignant sits, 
And frightens love away. Ten thousand fears 
Invented wild, ten thousand frantic views 
Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charms 
For which he melts in fondness, eat him up 
With fervent anguish and consuming i^ge. 
In vain reproaches lend their idle aid. 
Deceitful pride, alid resolution frail, 
Giving fedse peace ^ a moment. Fancy pours 
Afresh her beauties on his busy thought, 
Her first endearments twining round the soul, 
With all the witchcraft of ensnaring love. 



Straigtit the fierce storm involves his mind anew, 

Flames through the nerves, and boils along the veins; 

While anxious doubt distracts the tortur'd heart: 

For eVn the sad assurance of his fears 

Were ease to what he feels. Thus the warm youth, 

Whom love delude into his thorny wilds. 

Through flowery-tempting paths, or leads a life 

Of fevered mpture, or of cruel care ; 

His brightest aims extinguished all, and all 

His lively moments running down to waste. • 

But happy they ! the happiest of their kind ! 
Whom gentler stars unite, and in one late 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and tiieir behigs blend. 
*Tis not the coarser tie of Miman laws. 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind. 
That binds their peace, but harmony itself, 
Attuning all their passions into love : 
Where friendship full exerts her softest power. 
Perfect esteem, enliven'd by desire 
Ineflfable, and sympathy of soul ; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundless confidence; for nought but love 
Can answer love, and render bliss secure. 
Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 
To bless himself, from sordid parent buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal care. 
Well-merited, consume his nights aiid days; 
Let barbarous nations, whose inhuman love 
Is wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel ; 
Let eastern tyrants, from the light of heaven 
Seclude their bosom slaves, meanly possessed 
Of a mere lifeless, violated form : 
While those whom love cements in holy faith. 
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And eqnal transport, free at Nature live. 
Disdaining fear. What b tke world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense aU! 
Who in each other clasp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wish; 
Something than heauty dearer, should they loojk 
Or on the mind, or mind-illuminM face; 
Truth, goodness, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Meantime a smiling offspring rises round. 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees. 
The human blossom blows; and every day, 
Soft as it rolls along, shows some new charm, 
The father*s lustre, and%the mother^s -bloom. 
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the liind hand of an assiduous care. 
Deliglitful tasli! to rear the tender thought. 
To teach the young idea. how to shoot, 
To pour the firesh instruction o^er the mind. 
To breathe th' enlivening spirit, and to fix 
The generous purpose in the glowing breast. 
Oh, spealc the joy ! ye, whom the sudden tear 
Surprises often, while you look around, 
And nothing strilces your eye but sigj^ts of bliss, 
All various Nature pressing on the heart : 
An elegant sufficiency, contenft. 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books, 
Ease and alternate labour, useful life, 
Progressive virtue, and approving Ifeaven ! 
These are the matchless joys of virtuous love; 
And thus their moments fly. The Seasons thus. 
As ceaseless round a jarring world they roll. 
Still find them happy; and consenting Spring 
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Sheds her own roay garland on their heads: 
Till eTening comes at last, serene and mild ; 
When, after the long yemal day of life. 
Enamoured more, as more remembrance swells 
With many a proof of recollected Ioto, 
Together down they sink in social sleep; 
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
To scenes where Iotc and bliss immortal reign. 
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The subject proposed. Invocation: Address to Mr. Do- 
dington. An introdnctory reflection on the motion of the 
heavenly bodies; whence the succession of the seasons. 
Aa the face of Nature in this season is almost nnifbrm, 
the progress of the poem is a description of a snmmer'a 
day. The dawn. Son-rising. Hymn to the son. Forenoon. 
Summer insects described. Hay-making. Sheep-shearing. 
Koon-day. A woodland retrpat. Group of herda ami 
flocks. A solemn grove: how it affects a contemplative 
mind. A cataract, add rnde creene. View of Snmmer in 
the torrid soae. Storm of thnnder and lightning. A tale. 
The storm over, a serene afternoon. Bathing. Hoar' of 
walking. Transition to* the prospect of a rich well-culti- 
vated country ; which introouc^s a . panje^ric on Great 
Britain. Sun-set. Evening. Night^ Summer meteors. 
A comet. Tha whole concluding with^tiM praise of philo> 
■ophy. 



Pkom brightening fields of ether fair diriclu8*d. 

Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer, cornea^ 

In pride of youth, and felt through Nature^s depth ; 

He comes attended by the sultry hours. 

And ever-fanning breezes, on his way; 

While, from his ardent look, the turning Spri^ 

Averts his blushful face, and earth and sUes, 

All smiling, to his hot dominion leaves. ^ 

Hence, let me haste into the mid-wood shade, 
Where scarce a sunbeam wanders through the glooiu: 
And on the dark-green grass, beside the brink 
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Of haunted stream, that by the roots of oak 
Rolls o>r the rocVy channel, lie at large. 
And sing the glories of the circling year. 

Gome, Inspiration! from thy hermit-seat, 
Qy mortal seldom found : may Fancy dare, 
From thy fixM serious eye, and raptured glance 
Shot on surrounding heaven, td steal one look 
Creative of the Poet, every power 
Exalting to an ecstacy of soul. 

And thou, my youthful Muse's early friend, 
'In whom the human graces aU unite: 
Pure light of mind, and tenderness of heart ; 
Genius and wisdom ; the gay social sense. 
By decency chastisM; goodness and wit, 
In seldom meeting harmony combined ; 
Unblemished honour, and an active zeal 
For Britain^s glory. Liberty, and Man : 
O Dodington ! attend my rural song. 
Stoop to my theme, inspirit evVy line, 
And teach me to deserve thy just applause. 

With what an awful world-revolving pow'r 
Were first th* unwieldy planets launchM along 
Th' illimitable void 5 thus to remain. 
Amid the flux of many thousand years,' 
That oft has swept the toiling race of men, 
And all their labonrM monuments, away, 
Firm, unremitting, matchless in their course ; 
To the kind-temperM change of night and day, 
And of the seasons ever stealing round, 
Minutely faitlftil : such^h' all-perfect Hand ! 
That poisM, impels, and rules the steady whole. 

When noir no mOre th' alternate Twins are fir'd, 
And Cancer reddens with the solar blaze, 
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Short i0 the doubtful empire of tiie night; 
And toon, obteirant of approaching day. 
The meek-eyM Mom «ppeart, mother of dews. 
At first faint gleaming in the dappled east; 
Till far o'er ether spreads the widening glow; 
And, torn b^ore the lustre of her face. 
White break the clouds away. With quickened step. 
Brown Night retires : young Day pours in apace, ' 
And opens all the lawny prospect wide. 
The dripping rock, the mountain's misty top, 
SweU on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 
Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine; 
And from the bladed field the fearful hare 
Limps, awkward: while along the forest glade 
The wild deer trip, and often turning gase 
At early passenger. Music awakes 
The native Toice of undissemMed joy; 
And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 
Rous'd by the cock, the sooir clad shepherd leaves 
His mossy cottage, where with peace he dweUs; 
And from the crowded fold, in arder, drives 
His flock, to taste the verdure of the mom. 

Falsely luxurious ! wiD not Man^awake, 
And, springing from the bed of sloth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the silent hour, 
To meditation due and sacred songf 
For is there aught in sleep can charm the wise? 
To lie in dead oblivion, losing half 
The fleeting moments of too short a life : 
Total extinction of th' enlighten'd soul! 
Or else to fevVish vanity alive, 
WilderM, and tossing through distempered drsans! 
Who would in such a gloomy state remain 
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Longer than Nature craves; when every muse 
And every blooming pleaaiire wait without, 
To bless the wildly-devious morning walk? 

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Rejoicing in the east. The lessening cloudy ■ 
The kindling azure, and the mountain's brow 
IllumM with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo ! now, apparent all. 
Aslant the dew-bright earth, and colourM aur. 
He looks in boundless majesty abroad; 
And sheds the shining day, that burnishM plays 
On rocks, and hills^ and towers, and wandering 

streams. 
High gleaming from alar. Prime cheerer, Light! 
Of all material beings firsts.. and best!. 
Efflux divine! NatureV. resplendent robe!. 
Without whose vestis^. beauty all^were wrapped 
In unessential gloom i; and thau^ O Sun I 
Soul of surrounding worlds ! in wham beat seen 
Shines out thy Maker! may I sing of thee? 

'Tis by thy secret^ strungy attractive force, 
As with a chain indissoluble bound, . 
Thy .system roljs entire; from the far bourn 
Of utmost Saturn, wheelmg wide his round 
Of thirty years : to Meircury, whose disk 
Can scarce be caught by philosophic eye. 
Lost in the near eflfolgence of thy blaxe. 

Informer of the planetary teain! * 
Without whose quickening glance their cumbrous orbs 
Were brute unlovely mass, inert and dead. 
And not, as now, the green abodes of life! 
How many forms bf being wait on ihee ! 
Inhaling spirit; from th* unfetterM mind, 



By thee tablim'd, down to .the -daily race. 
The mixhig myriads of Qxy sefttiog beam. 

The vegetable worid is also : thine. 
Parent of Seasons! who the ponip precede 
That waits thy throne, as throum^h the vast domain, 
Annual,' aliMig the bright ecliptic road. 
In world-mjoiciag etate, it movea snblime. 
Meantime, th* expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the varions tribes of foodfal earth. 
Implore thy bounty, or send grateful up . 

A common hymn: while, roand thy beaming car, 
Hig^ seen, the Seasons lead, in sprightly dance 
Harmonious linit, the rosy finger'd Hours, 
The Zephyrs floating loose, the timely Rains, 
Of bloom ethereal the light-fboted,Dews, 
And soflen^dr into joy the suriy Storms. 
These, in successive turn, with lavish hand. 
Shower every beadty, every fragrance shower* 
Herbs, flowers, and fruits; and, liindllng at- thy 

touch. 
Prom land to land is flushed the vernal year. 

Nor to the snrfiaee of enlivened earth. 
Graceful with hills and dales, and leafy woods. 
Her liberal tresses, is thy force confined; 
But, to the bdweFd cavern darting deep. 
The mineral kinds confess thy mighty power. 
EiTnlgent hence the veiny marble shines; 
Hence Labour draws his took, hence bttrnisii*d War 
Gleams on the day; the nobler woriis of Peace 
Hence bless mankind, and generous Commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 

Th* unfruitful rock itself, impregn^d by thee, « 
In dark' retirement forms the lucid stone. 1 
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The IWely Diamond drinks thy puregt rays, 

Collected light, compact; that, poligh^d bright. 

And all its native lattre let abroad, 

Dares, as it sparkles on the fair one's breast. 

With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 

At thee the Rnby lights its deepening glow. 

And with a waving radiance inward flames. 

From thee the Sapphire, solid edier, takes 

Its hue cerulean; and, of evening tinct, 

The pnrple-streaining Amethyst is thine. 

With thy own smile Hie yellow Topax bums-; 

Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring, 

When first she gives it to the southern gale. 

Than the green Emerald shews. But all combin'd 

Thick through the whitening Opal play thy beams; 

Or, flying seveml from its surface, form 

A trembling variance of revolving hues, 

As the site varies in the gazer's hand. 

The very dead creation, from thy touch, 
Assumes a mimic life. By thee refin'd. 
In brighter mazes the relncent stream 
Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt, 
Projecting horror on the blacken'd flood, 
Softens at thy return. The desert joys, 
Wildly, through all his melancholy hounds. 
Rude ruins glitter; and the briny deep^ 
Seen from some pointed promontory's Utp, 
Far to iShe blue horizon's utmost verge. 
Restless, reflects a floating gleam. But this^ 
And all the much transported Muse can sing, 
Are to thy beauty, dignity, and use. 
Unequal far: great delegated source 
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy 'below! 
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How sliall I then attempt to sing of Him ! 
Who, Light Himself, in uncreated light 
Invested deep, dwells awfully retired 
From mortal eye, or angeFs purer ken; 
Whose single smile has, from the first of time, 
Fill*d, overflowing, all those lamps of heaven. 
That beam for ever through the boundless sky : 
But, should he hide his face, th' astonished sun, 
And all th^ extinguish'd stars, would loos'ning reet 
Wide from their spheres, and Chaos come again. 

And yet was every faultering tongue of Man, 
Almighty father! silent in thy praise; 
Thy works themselves would raise a general voice ; 
Even in the depth of solitary woods. 
By human foot untrod, proclaim thy power. 
And to the quire celestial Thee resound, 
Th' eternal cause, support, and end of all! 

To me be Nature^s volume broad displayed; 
And to peruse its all instructing page. 
Or, haply catching inspiration thence. 
Some easy passage, raptur'd, to translate, 
My sole delight; as through the falling glooms 
Pensive I stray, or with the rising dawn 
On Fancy^s eagle wing, excursive soar. 

Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent s«n 
Melts into limpid air the high raised clouds. 
And morning fogs, that hover'd round the hills 
In party coloured bands; till wide unvell'd 
The face of Nature shines, from where earth seems, 
Far stretchM around, to meet the bending sphere. 

Half in a blush of clustering roses lost. 
Dew-dropping Coolness to the shade retires; 
There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed,- 
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By gelid foimtt and careless rMlt to innse; 
While tyrant Heat, diipreading through the sliy, 
With rapid sway, his huming inflaence darts 
On man, and beast, and herb, and' t^pid stream. 

Who can unpitying see the flow'ry race. 
Shed by the mom, their new-fltishM bloom resign, 
Before the parching beam? So fade the foir, 
When fcTers rerel through their azure veins. 
But one, the lofty follower of the sun. 
Sad when he sets, shuts up her yellow leaves, 
Drooping all night; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamoured bosom to his 'ray. 

Home, from his morning task, the swain retreats, 
His flock before him stepping to the fold; 
While the full-udderM mother lows around 
The cheerful cottage, then expecting food. 
The food of innocence and health ! The daw. 
The rook, and magpie, to the grey grown oaks 
That the calm village in their verdant arms, 
Sheltering, embrace, direct their lazy flight; 
Where on the mingling boughs they sit embowerM, 
All the hot noon, till cooler hours arise. 
Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene; 
And, in a comer of the buzzing shade, 
The house-dog, with the vacant grey-hound, lies, 
Out-stretch'd, and sleepy. In his slumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults 
O'er hill and dale; till, wakenM by the wasp, 
They starting snap. Nor shall the Muse disdain 
To let the little noisy summer race 
Live in her lay, and flutter through her song; 
Not mean though simple; to the sun allied. 
From him they draw their animating fire. 
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Wak*d by hia warmer ray, the reptile yoang 
Come wingM abroad; by the light air upborne, 
Lighter, and full of soul. From every chink, 
And secret corner, where they slept away 
The wintry storms; or rising from their tombs, ' 
To higher life; by myriads, forth at once. 
Swarming they poor; of all the-Tary^d hues 
Their beanty-beaming parent can disclose. 
Ten thousand forms, ten thousand dilSerent tribes. 
People the blaze. To sunny waters some 
By fatal instinct fly; where on the pool 
They, sportive, wheel; or sailing down the stream, 
Are snatch'd immediate by the quick-ey'd trout. 
Or darting salmon. Through the green-\^ood glade 
Some love to stray; there lodged, amus'd, and fed. 
In the fresh leaf. Luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and visit ev*ry flowV, 
And ev'ry latent herb; for the sweet task. 
To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap. 
In what soft beds, their young yet undisclosM, 
Employs their tender care. Some to the house, 
The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight; 
Sip round the pail, or taste the curdling cheese: 
Oft, inadvertent, from the milky stream 
They meet their Hie; or, weltering in the bowl, 
With powerless wings around them wrapp'd, expire. 

Bat chief to heedless flies the window proves 
A constant death; where, gloomily retir'd. 
The villain spider lives, cunning and fierce, . 
Mixture abhorred! Amid a man|^led heap 
Of carcases, in eager watch he sits, 
Overlooking all his waving snares around. 
Xear the dire cell the dreadless wanderer oft 



Paases; aa oft the mffian shews his front. 
The prey at last ensnar'd, he dreadful darts, 
With rapid glide, along the leaning line; 
And, fixing in the wretch his cmel fangs. 
Strikes backward grimly pleased; the fluttVing wing 
And shriller sound declare extreme distress, 
And ask the helping hospitable hand. 

Resounds the living surface of the ground : 
Nor undelightful is the ceaseless hum, 
To him who muses through the woods at noon; 
Or drowsy shepherd as he lies redinMy 
With half-shut eyes, beneath the floating shade 
Of willows grey, close crowding o^er the brook. 

Gradual^ from these what nnmerons kinds descend, 
Evading e^en the microscopic eye! 
Full nature swarms with life; and wondrous mass 
Of animals, or atoms organized 
Waiting the vital breath, when parent Heaven 
Shall bid his spirit blow. The hoary fen, 
In putrid steams, emits the living cloud 
Of pestilence. Through subterranean cells. 
Where searching sunbeams scarce can find a way, 
Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 
Wants not its soft inhabitants. Secure, 
Within its winding citadel, the stone 
Holds multitudes. But chief the forest bofighs, 
That dance unnumbered to the playfnl breeie. 
The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 
Of mellow fruit, the nameless nations feed 
Of evanescent Insects. Where the pool 
Stands mantled o'er with green, invisible. 
Amid the floating verdure millions stray. 
Each liquid too, whether it pierces, sooths. 
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InllaBMt, refreahes, or exalts the taite, 
With Tarioot fomii abonndf. Nor if the ftreom 
Of purest crjital, aor the lucid air, 
ThMigh one transparent vacancy it seems, 
Void of their unseen people. These, conceal' d 
Bj the kind art of forming Heaven, escape 
The grosser eye of man : for, if the worlds 
In worlds enclosed should on his senses burst, 
From cates ambrosial, and the nectar^d bowl, 
He would abhorrent turn; and in dead night, 
When silence sleeps o'er aU, be stnnn'd with noise. 

Let no presuming impious ratler tax 
Creative Wisdom, as If aught was fomiM 
In vain, or not for admirable ends. 
ShaU little haughty Ignorance pronounce 
His works nnwbe, of which the smallest part 
Exceeds the narrow vision of her mindt 
As if upon a foll-proportion*d dome. 
On swelling columns heaVd, the pride of art ! 
A critic fly, whose /eeble ray scarce spreads 
An inch around, with blind presumption bold. 
Should dare to tax the structure of the whole. 
And lives the man, whose universal eye 
Has swept at once th' unbounded scheme of things ; 
Mark'd their dependance so, and firm accord. 
As with nnfeltering accent to conclude 
That this availeth nought f Has any seen 
The mighty chain of beings, lessening down 
From infinite perfection to the brink 
Of dreary nothing, desolate abyss? 
From which astonished thought, recoiling, turns? 
Till then alone let zealous praise ascend. 
And hymns of holy wonder, to that Power, 
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Whose wisdom shines as lovely on oar minds. 
As on our smiling eyes his servant son. 

Thick in yon stream of light, a thousand ways, 
Upward, and downward, thwarting^ and convolv'd, 
The qnivering nations sport; till, tempest-wingM, 
Fierce winter sweeps them from the face of day. 
E*en so Inzvrions men unheeding pass 
An idle summer-life in fortnne^s shine, 
A season^s glitter! Thus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice; 
Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 
Behind, an4 strikes them from the book of life. 

Now swarms the village o^er the jovial mead : 
The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil. 
Healthful and strong; full as the summer rose, 
Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid, 
Half-naked, swelling on the sight, and all 
Her kindled graces burning o^er her cheek. 
E'en stoopuig age is here; and infant hands 
Trail the long rake, or with the fragrant load 
O'ercharg'dy amid the kind oppression roll. 
Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a row 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field. 
They spread the breathing harvest to the sun. 
That throws refreshful round a rural smell: 
Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground. 
And drive the dusky wave along the mead, 
The russet haycock rises thick behind. 
In order gay. While heard from dale to dale. 
Waking the breeue, resounds the blended voice 
Of happy labour, love, and social glee. 

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band, 
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
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CompeflM, to where the mazy-mnning brook 
Forms the deep pool; this bank abrnpt and high, 
And that fisir spreading in a pebbled shore. 
UrgM to the giddy brink, much is the toU, 
The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs, 
Ere the soft fearfUL people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain, 
On some impatient seising, hurls th€m in: 
Emboldened then, nor hesitating more. 
Fast, fast, they plnnge amid the flashing wave, 
And panting labour to the farthest shore. 
Repeated this, tiH deep the well-wash*d fleece 
Han drank the flood, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is banishM by the sordid stream. 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmless race ; where, as they spread 
Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray. 
Inly disturbM, and wondering what this wild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The counti7 fill: and, toss'd f^m rock to rock, 
Incessant bleatings run around the hills. 
At last, of snowy white, the gathered flocks 
Are in the wattled pen innumerous pressM, 
Head above head: and, rangM in lusty rows, 
The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding shears. 
The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores. 
With all her gay-dressM maids attending round. 
One, chief, in gracious dignity enthronM, 
Shines o'er the rest, the pastoral queen, and rays 
Her imiiles, sweet beaming, on her shepherd king^ 
While the glad circle round them yield their souls 
To festive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyons task goes on apace: 
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Some, miagliBg, stir the melted tar, and some. 
Deep on the new-shorn Tagrant's heaying side, 
To stamp the master's cipher ready stand: 
Others th* nnwilling wether drag along; 
And, glorying in his might, the sturdy boy 
Holds by the twisted horns th* indignant ram. 
Behold, where bound, and of its robe bereft 
By needy man, that all-depending lord. 
How meek, how patient the mild creatmre lies 
What softness in its melancholy face. 
What dnmb-complaining innocence appears! 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, 'tis not the knife 
Of horrid slaughter that is o'er you.war'd; 
No, 'tis the tender swain's well-guided shears. 
Who having now, to pay his annual care, 
Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 
Will send you bounding to your hills again. 

A simple scene! Yet hence Britannia sees 
Her solid grandeur rise: hence she commands 
Th' exalted stores of every brighter clime : 
The treasures of the sun, without his rage: 
Hence fervent all with culture, toU, and arts^ 
Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder hence 
Rides o'er the waves sublime, and now, e'en now, 
Impendiug hangs o'er Gallia's humbled coast: 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world. 

Tis raging noon; and, vertical, the sun 
Darts on the head direct his forceftil rays. 
O'er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye 
Can sweep, a dazaling deluge reigns; and all 
From pole to pole, is undistingnish'd blaze. 
In vain the sight, dejected to the ground, 
Stoops for relief: thence hot ascending steams 
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And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root 

Of regetation parchM, the cleaving fieldg 

And flippery lawn an arid hue ditclose, 

Blast fancy's blooin, and wither e'en the soul. 

Echo no more returns the cheerful sound 

Of sharpening scythe: the mower, sinking, heaps 

O'er him the humid hay, with flow'rs perfumed: 

And scarce a chirping grasshopper is heard 

Through the dumb mead. Distressful Nature pants. 

The very streams look languid from afiir; 

Or, through th' UnshelterM glade, impatient seem 

To hurl into the covert of the grove. 

All-conquering heat! oh, intermit thy wrath! 
And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not so fierce! Incessant still you flow, 
And still another fervent flood succeeds, 
PonrM on the head profkise. In vain I sigh, ' 
And restless turn, and look around for night ; 
Night is far ojflr: and hotter hours approach. 
Thrice -happy he who on the sunless side 
Of a romantic mountain, forest-crown'd, 
Beneath the whole collected shade reclines: 
Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought, 
And fresh bedew'd with ever^spouting streams. 
Sits coolly calm: while all the world without, 
Unsattisfied, and sick, tosses in noon. 
Emblem instructive of the virtuous man, 
Who keeps his tempered mind serene, and pure. 
And every passion aptly harmonised. 
Amid a jarring world ii^ith vice inflam'd; 

Welcome, ye shades! ye bowery thickets, - hail ! 
Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks! 
Ye ashes wild, resounding oVr the steep! 
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Delicious is yoiir shelter to tlie soul, . 
As to the hunted hart the saliying sjpring* 
Or stream full-flowing, that his sweUing sides 
Laves, as he floats along the herhagM brink. 
Cool thro* the nerves your pleasing comfort glides : 
The heart beats glad; the fresh-expauded eye 
And ear resume their watch; the sinews knit, 
And life shoots swift through all , the lightened 

limbs. 
- Around th* adj4^ning brook^ that puris along 
The vocal grove, now fretting o^ev a rock, 
IVow scarcely moving through a reedy pool. 
Now starting to a sudden stream, and now 
Gently difii|sM into a limpid plain; 
A various group the herds and flocks compose: 
Rural confusion! On the grassy bank 
Some ruminating lie; whilo others stand 
Half in the flood, and often bending sip 
The circling surface. In the middle droops 
The strong laborious ox, with honest front, 
Which ineompos'd he shakes; and from^hio sides 
The troublous insects lashes with his tail, 
Returning still. Amid his subjects safe^ 
Slumbers the monMch swain; his careless amt, 
Thrown round his head, on downy moss sustained : 
Here laid his scrip, with wholesome viands fill'd; 
There, listening every noise, his watchful do|^. 
Light fly his slumbers, if perchance a- flight 
Of angry gadflies fosten on the herd; 
That startling scatters from the shallow brook 
In search of lavish stream. Tossing the foam. 
They scorn the keeper^s voice, and scour the plain. 
Through all the bright severity of noon; 
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While, from theic labouring breattg, a hofloir moaa 
Proceeding, mas low'-beliowing roimd tlte hills. 

Oft in this season too the horsoj inroyokM, 
WhUe his big sinews full of spirits swell. 
Trembling wilh ngonr, in the heat of blood, 
Springs the high fence; and o'er the field effns'd. 
Darts on the gloomy flood with steadiest eye. 
And heart esttaag'd to fear: his nerrons chest, 
, Luxuriant, and erect, the seat of strength. 
Bears down th' opposing stoeam: quenehless his 

1 thirst: 
He tabes the riirer at redoidbled Araugfats; 
ABd,.with wide nostrils snorting, skims the ware. 

Still let me pierce into the midnight depth 
Of yonder grere, of wUdest, largest growth; 
That, forming high in air a woodland quire. 
Nods o'er the mount beneath. At every step, 
Solemn and slow, the shadows blacker fall. 
And all is awful, listening gloom around. 

These are the haunts of meditation, these 
The scenes where a^ieient bards th' insfnring breath 
Ecstatic fait; and, from this world lelir'd, 
ConversM with angels, and immortal forms. 
On gracious errand» bent; 'to save the fall 
Of virtue struggling on the brink o^ yUse; 
In waking whispers^ and repeated dreams, 
To hint pure thought, and warn the favoured soul 
For friture trials fated to prepare; ^ 

To prompt the poet, who devoted givos 
His Muse to better themes; to sooth the pangs 
Of dying worth, and from the patriot's breast 
(Backward to mingle in detested war. 
But foremost when engaged) to turn the death; 
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And nnmberleM tHcli offices of loTe, 
Dally, and nigktly, aealoua to perform. 

Shook sudden from the hosom of the tikj^ 
A thousand shapes or glide ^thwart the dusk, 
Or stalk migesttc on. Deep-rons'd I feel 
A saered terror^ a severe delight, 
Cr^ep thro* my mortal frame; and thus, methinke, 
A Toice, than human more, th' ahstracted ear 
Of fancy strikes : *' Be not of us afraid, 
Poor kindred man! thy feUoir creatures we 
From the same Parent Power our bMugs drew; 
The same our Lord, and laws, and great ptarsnit. 
Once some of us, like thee, through stormy life 
ToiFd, tempest- beaten, ere we could attain 
This holy calm, this harmony of mind, 
Where purity and peace immingle charms. 
Then fear not us; but, with responsive song. 
Amid these dim recesses, undisturVd 
By noisy lolly and discordant vice. 
Of nature sing with us, and natnreV God. 
Here, frequent, at the visionary hour, 
When musing midnight reigns, or silent ftoon. 
Angelic harps are in lull concert heard. 
And voices chanting from the wood-crown'd hill, 
The deepening dale, or inmost sylvan • glade : 
A privilege bestowed by us, alone. 
On contemplation, or the hallowM ear 
Of poet, swelling to seraphic strain/' 

And art thou, Stanley, * of that sacred band? 
Alas! for us too soon! Though raisM above 
The reach of human pain, above the flight 

* A yoonf Udy, well known to the author, who died at 
the age of eighteen, in the year 1138. 
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Of haman joy; yet, with a mingled ray 
Of fiidly-pieasM remenibraiice, must thou feel 
A mot]i«r*8 love, a mother*! tender woe: 
Who feekt thee ttill, in many a former tcene ; 
Seeks thy fair form, thy lovely beaming eyes, 
Thy pleasing converse, by gay lively sense 
laspirM, where moral wisdom mildly shone. 
Without the toil of art, and virtue glow*d 
In all her smiles, without forbidding pride. 
But, O thou best of parents I wipe thy tears ; 
Or rather to parental nature pay 
The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 
Lent thee this younger self^ this opening bloom 
Of thy enlighten^ mind and gentle worth. 
Believe the Muse: the wintry blast of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue ; no, they spread, 
Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter suns, 
Through endless ages, into higher powers. 

Thus up the mount, in airy vision wrapped, 
1 stray, regardless whither; till the sound 
Of a near fall of water every sense 
Wakes from the charm of thought : swift shriakiog 

back, 
I check my steps, and view the broken scene. 

Smooth to the shelving brink a copious flood 
R511s fair and placid; where collected all 
In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
ft thundering shoots, and shakes tlie country round. 
At first an aiure sheet, it rushes broad; 
Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls, 
And from the loud-resounding rocks below 
0aih*d in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft 
A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower. 



Nor can the torftar'd wave here Ibid repote : 
But, vagug still amid the shaggy rocks. 
Now flashes o^er the scattered fragments, now 
Aslant the hollowM channel rapid darts; 
And falling fiist from gradual dope to slope, 
With wild infracted course, and lessened roar. 
It gains a safer bed, and steals, at last, 
Along the mazes of the quiet vale. 

Inyited from the diff, to whose dark brow 
He clings, the steep-aseeading ea^e soars. 
With upward pinions, through the flood of day. 
And, giving full his bosom to the blaBe, 
GakM on the sun; while all the tuneful race, 
Smit by afflictive noon, disordered droop, 
Deep in the thicket; or, from bower to bower 
RespoBshre, force an interrupted strain* 
The stockdove only through the forest cooes, 
Mournfully hoarse ; 6ft ceasii^ from his phunt. 
Short interval of weary woe t Again 
The sad idea of his murder'd mate. 
Struck from his side by savage fowler^s guile, 
Acsoss his fancy comes; and then resoimds 
A louder song of soirow through tiie grove. 

Beside the dewy border let me sit, 
All in the freshness of the humid air; 
There in that hollowM rock, grotesque, and wildf 
An ample chair moss-linM, and over head 
By flowering umbrage shaded; where the bee 
Strays diligent, and with th' extracted balm 
Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh. 

Now, while I taste the sweetness of the shade. 
While Nature lies around deep-luU'd in noon. 
Now come, bold Fancy, spread a daring flight, 
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And view the wooden of the tonrid . wme : 
Climei uorelenting! with whose rage comi^ar'd. 
Yon hlase is feeble, and yon skies are cool. 

See, how at once the triglit ei^lgent snn, 
Rising direct, swift chases from the sky 
The short-lived twilight; and with ardent blaze 
Looks gaily fierce through all the dasaling air; 
He monnts his throne : but kind before him sends, 
Issuing from out the portals of the morn, 
The general breeze, * to mitigate his fire. 
And breathe refreshment on a fainting world. 
Great are the scenes, wiU: dreadfrtl beauty crown'd 
And barbarous wealth, that see, each circling year. 
Returning suns and double seasons f pass: 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines. 
That on the high equator ridgy rise. 
Whence many a bursting stream auriferous plays : 
Majestic woods of every vigorous green. 
Stage above stage, high waving o^er the hills; 
Or to the far horizon wide difTus^d, 
A boundless deep immensity of shade. 
Here lofty trees, to ancient song unknown, 
The noble sons of potent heat and floods 
Prono-mshing from the clouds, rear high to heaven 
Their thorny stems, and broad around them throw 
Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime, 
Unnumbered fruits, of keen, delicious taste 

* Which blows constantly between the tropics from the 
east, or the collateral points, the north-east and soath>east : 
cansed by the pressure of the rarified air ob thai before 
it, according to the diurnal motion of the sun from east 
lo west. 

•|- la all oliaates between the tropics, the sun, as he 
passes and repasses in his annual motion, is twice a year 
vertical, which produces this effpct. 
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And vital spirit, drink amid the clifis, 
And burning sands that hank the shmhhy vales, 
Redonbled day; yet in their ragged coats 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 

Bear me, Pomona! to thy citron groves; 
To where the lemon and the piercing lime. 
With the deep orange, glowing through the green. 
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclinM 
Beneath the spreading tamarind, that shakes, 
FannM by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the massy locust sheds, 
Quench my hot limbs ; or ^«oad me through the maze. 
Embowering endless, of the Indian fig ; 
Or thrown at gayer ease, on some fair brow, 
Let me behold, by breezy murmurs coolM, 
Broad o^er.my head the verdant cedar wave, 
A|t4 high palmetos lift their graceful shade. 
Or stretchM amid these orchards of the sun. 
Give me to drain the cocoa^s milky bowl, 
And from the palm to draw its freshening wine. 
More bounteous far than all the frantic juice 
Which Bacchlis pours. IVor, on its slender twigs 
Low bending, be the full pomegranate scom'd ; 
Nor^ creeping through the woods, the gelid race 
Of berries. Oft in humble station dwells 
Unboastful worth, above fastidious pomp: 
Witness, thou best Anana! thou the pride 
Of vegetable life, beyond whateW 
The poets imagM in the golden age : 
Quick let me strip thee of thy tufty coat, 
Spread thy ambrosial stores, and feast with Jovef 

From these the prospect varies. Plains immense 
Lie stretched below, interminable meads, 
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And Taut sarannahs, where the wandering eye, 
UnfixM, is in a rerdanft ocean lost. 
Another Flora there, of bolde;r hues, 
And richer sweets, bejrond our garden^s pride, 
Plays o^er the fields, and showers with sudden hand 
Exuberant Spring: for oft these Talleys shift 
Their green embroider^ robe to fiery brown, 
And swift to green again, as scorching suns. 
Or streaming dews and torrent rains, prevail. 

Along these lonely regions, where, retir'd 
Froooi little scenes of art, great Nature dwells 
In awful solitude, and nought is seen 
But the wild herds that owp no master's stall, 
Prodigious rivers roll their fattening seas: 
On whose luxuriant herbage, half conceaFd, 
Like a fallen cedar, far diffusM his train, 
Cas'd in green scales, the crocodile extends. 
The flood disparts; behold! in plaited mail. 
Behemoth * rears his head. GlancM from his side. 
The darted steel in idle shivers flies: 
He fearless walks the plain, or seeks the hills; 
Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds, 
in widening circle round, forget t|ieir food. 
And at the harmless stranger wondering gaze. 

Peaceful beneath primeval trees, that cast 
Their ample shade o'er Niger's yellow stream, 
And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave; 
Or mid the central depth of blackening woods. 
High rais'd in solenm theatre around. 
Leans the huge elephant : wisest of brutes ! 
O truly wise! with gentle might endow'd: 

* Tbe Hippopotamus, or rirer-horse. 
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Though powerftil, not destructive! Here he sees 

Revolving ages sweep the changefiil earth, 

And empires rise and fall; regardless he 

Of what the never-resting race of men 

Project: tte'ice-happy could he 'scape their guile. 

Who mine, from cruel avarice, his steps; 

Or with his towery grandeur swell their state. 

The pride of kings! or else his strength pervert, 

And hid him rage amid the mortal fray, 

Astonished at the madness of mankind. 

Wide o'er the winding umbrage of the floods. 
Like vivid blossoms glowing from afar. 
Thick swarm the brighter birds. For Nature's hand, 
That with a sportive vanity has deck'd 
The plumy nations, there her gayest hues 
Projhisely pours. But, if she bids them shine, 
Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day. 
Yet, frugal still, she humbles them in song. * 
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud Montezuma's realm, whose legions cast 
A boundless radiance waving on the sun, 
While Philomel is ours ; while in our shades. 
Through the soft silence of the listening night. 
The sober-suited songstress trills her lay. 

But come,' my Muse, the desert-barrier burst, 
A wild expanse of lifeless sand and sky : 
And, swifter than the toiling caravan. 
Shoot o'er the vale of Sennar; ardent climb 
The Nubian mountains, and the secret bounds 

Of jealous Abyssinia boldly pierce. 

* 

* In all the regions of the torrid zone, the birds, though 
more beautiful in their plmnage, are observed to be le«t 
melodions than oars. 
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Thou art ap raffian, who teneaUi tbe mask 

Of social coumwee com^et to rob their wealth ; 

No holy fury thoa, blaspheming Heaven, 

With consecrated steel to stab their peace, 

And tbrough the land, yet red from civil wovnds, 

To spread . the purple tyranny of Rome. 

Thou, like the harmless bee, may^st freely range, 

From mead to mead, bright with exalted- flowers, 

From jasmine gvoTe to grove nuiy^st wander gay. 

Through palmy shades and aromatic woods, 

That grace the plains, invest the peopled hills, 

And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 

There *dii ihe breesy summit, spreading fair, 

For many a league; or on stupendous rocks, 

That from the sun*redoiibling valley lift, 

Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops: « 

Where palaces, and fanes, and villas rise; 

And gardens smile around, and enltnr^d fields; 

And fountains gush ; and careless herdff and flocks 

Securely stray | a world within itself. 

Disdaining all assault : there let me draw. 

Ethereal soul, there drink reviving gales. 

Profusely breathing from the spicy groves, 

And vales of firagrance; there at distance hear 

The roaring floods, and cataracts, that sweep * 

From disemboweFd earth the virgin gold; 

And o'er the varied landscape, restless, rove. 

Fervent with life of every fliirer kind; 

A land of wonders! which the sun still eyes 

With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 

Enamoured, and delighting there to dwell. 

How chang*d the scene I In biasing height of noon, 
Tlie snn, oppressed, is pliAigM in thickest gloom. 
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Still horroE reigns, a dfeary^ Iwilight roimd. 

Of stniggliiig nigltl and day maligaaiit mix^d. 

For to the hoi equator crowding fa«t, 

^here, highly nurified, the yielding air 

Admits their stream, incessant vapours roll, 

Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap*d; 

Or whirled tempestuous by the gusty wind, 

Or silent borne along, heavy and slow, 

With the big stores of steaming oceans charged. 

Meantime, amid these upper seas, eondens'd 

Around the cold aerial mountain's brow. 

And by conflicting winds together dashM, 

The thunder holds his black tremendous throne: 

From cloud to cloud the reading lightnings rage; 

Till in the furious elemental war 

DissolvM, the whole precipitated mass 

Unbroken floods and solid torrents pours. 

The treasures these, hid from the bounded search 
Of ancient knowledge: whence with annual pomp, 
Rich king of floods ! overflows the swelling BKle. 
From his two springs, in Gojam's sunny realm, 
Fure>welling out, he through the lucid lake 
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant stream. 
There, by the Naiads nursM, he sports away 
His playful youth, amid the fragrant isles. 
That with unhiding verdure smile around. 
Ambitious, thence the manly river breriLs; 
And gathering many a flood, and copious fed 
With all the mellowM treasures of the sky, 
Winds in progressive taiijesty along: 
Through splendid kingdoms now devolves his raaae, 
Now wanders wild o'er solitary tracts 
Of life-deserted sand ; till, glad to quit 



The joyless detert, down the NiAittn' vedfi' •. 
From thundering eteep to steep^ he fwan his a#n^ 
And £gypt joy« beneath the epvending waye. / 

His bvodier Niger too, and jill the' floods 
In which the fnll-fomiM nuiids of Afrie lave 
Their jetty limbs ; and all that from the tract 
Of woody moantains stretched through gorgeous Ind 
Fall on Cormandfli's coast, or Malabar ^ ' 
From Menam's * orient stream, that nightly shines 
With insect lamps, to where Aurora sheih 
On Indus* smiling baaics the rosy shower: 
All, at this bonnteoas season^ ope their mrns, 
And pour nnloiling harvest' o^er . the land. 

Nor less thy world, Columbus^ • drinks, refireshM, 
The larish moisture of the melting year. 
Wide oW his isles, the branching Oronogue 
Rolls a brown deluge; and the native driv«s 
To dwell aloft on fife-sutllcing trees. 
At once his dome, his robe, his food, and- arms. 
SwellVi by a thousand streams, impetuous hmM . 
From all the roaring Andes, huge > descends ^ 
The mighty Oreilaaa. f Scarce the Muse 
Dares stretch her wing o'er this enormous mass 
Of rushing water $ scarce she dares attempt 
The sea-liiie Plata; to whose dread expanse, 
Continuous depth, and wondrous length of coarse, 
Our floods are rills. With unabated fovce, 
In silent dignity they sweep along, 
And traverse realms nnhnown, and hlooming wilds, 



* Hie rfver that roiis throngli Sfam ; on whose 1>siikff a 
vatt maltitode of tkose iMeets oMlsd fire fliss siake a beaa- 
tifal appearance in the night. 

f ne river of the Amaions. 
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And fniUfol deieiti, irorlda of «oltt«de. 
Where, the em emiles and eeeeons leem in Taia» 
Unseen, and nne^joy'd. Fovsaliing these. 
O'er peepkd plains they fair diffusive flow. 
And many a nation feed^ and ciwde safe, 
In their. soft hosom, many a happy isle; 
The seat of bhunelese Pan, yet uadistiirb'd 
By Christian crimes and Eoii^e^e crael sons. 
Thus pouring on they proadly seek the deep. 
Whose Ta»4|ui8h*d tide, leeoiling from the shoek, 
Yields to the Uquid weight of hall tike globe; 
And Ocean trembler for. his green domain. 

But what atatls^ thisi won^bmis waste of wealth ? 
This gay profcuiott of Inxarioas bliss? 
This pomp of nature? what their balmy meads. 
Their powerfia herbs, and Ceres wld of pain? 
By vagrant bwdft dispera'd, and wafting winds. 
What their unplanted fruits? what the cool draughts, 
Th' ambresial food, rich gums, and spicy health, 
Thefe forests yield? their tolling insects what. 
Their sUky pride, and vegetable robes? 
Ah! what avail their fiital treasures, hid 
Deep in the bowels of the pitying eartti, 
Golconda'e gems, and sad Potosi's mines; 
Where dwelt the gentlest chiMren of the sun? 
What all that Afirie'e golden rivers roll, 
Her odorous woods, and shining ivory stoves? 
Ill fated race! the softening aHs of peace, 
Whatever the humaniaing Muses, teach; 
The godlike wisdom of the tempered breast; 
Progressive truth, the patient force of thought; 
Investigation calm, whose silent powers 
Command the world; the light that leads to heaven; 
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Kind equal rttle, tke goverineiil; of lawa. 
And all-protecling^ freedom, which alone 
Snstains the name and dignity of man: 
These are not thein. The patrent sun himself 
Seems o*er this world of shiTes to tyrmmise; 
And, with oppresstTO lay, tho'TOseato bloom 
Of beanty blasting, givet the gloomy hue« 
And feature gross ^ or worse, to rudilesB deeds, 
Mad jealousy, blind rage, and Ml veTepgo, 
Their fervid spirit fires. L<yre 4welts not there, 
The soft regards, the tenderness of life. 
The heart-shed tear, th' ineftdi^te deiig^jt 
Of sweet humanity s these eourt the beam 
Of milder clinsos; iu -selfish fierce desire, 
And the wild fury of Toluptuouii sense. 
There lost. The very brute creation there 
This rage partakes, and bums with honld fiire; 
Lo! the green serpent, from his dark abode, 
Which eren imagination Ibaes to tread, 
At noon, forth-issuing, gathers up his train 
In orbs immense, then, darting out anew, 
Seeks the refreshing liuuttt; by which diUbs'd, 
He throws his folds; and while with threatening 

tongue. 
And deathfiil jaws erect, the monster cmrls 
His flamming crest, all other Mrst appail'd, 
Or shiToring files, or checked at distance stands, 
Sor dares approach. But stUl mtfte diroftil he. 
The small close-lurking ministeir of fttto, 
Whose high coaeocted venom thtough the veias 
A rapid lightning darts, cnresting swift 
The vital current. Form'd to humble man. 
This child of vengelbl nature I There, snblim'd 
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To fearleM hut of Uood, the savage face 
Roam, licene^d by the ehadhig honr^of gniU, 
And foul misdeedy when the pore day has shut 
His sacred eye. The tiger darting fierce 
Impetnoiis on the prey his glance has doomM : 
The liinely-shining leopard, specliled o^er 
With many a spot, the beauty of the waste; 
And, scorning all the taming arts of man. 
The keen hyiena, felltet of the fell; 
These, mshing from th* inhospitable woods 
Of Mauritania, or the tnfted isles. 
That Tcrdant rise amid the Libyan wild, 
Innnmeroos glare around their shaggy hing, 
Majestic, stalking oVr the printed sand $ 
And, with imperious and repeated roars. 
Demand their fitted food. The fearfol flocks 
Crowd near the guardian swain; the nobler 

heids. 
Where, round. their Itwdly bull, in nural ease, 
They ruminating lie, with horror hear 
The coming rage. Th' awakeaM Tillage starts ; 
And to her fluttering breast the mother strains 
Her thoughtless Jnfuit. From the pirate's den, 
Or stem Morocco's tyrant fang, escaped, 
The wretch half wishes for his bonds again : 
While, uproar all, the wilderness resounds. 
From Atlas eastward to the frighted Mle. 

Unhappy he ! who from the flrst of joys. 
Society, cut off, is left alone 
Amid this world of deaths Day after day, 
Sad on the jutting eminence he sits, '• : ^ 

And views the main i that. /ever toils below; , , . 
Still fondly fmrariag in the farthest verge, : 








Where the round ether mixes with the wave, 
Ships, dim diseoTerM, dropping from the clonds:' 
At evening to the setting sun he tarns 
A monrnful eye, and down his dying heart ' ^ 

Sinks helpless, while the wonted roar is np, 
And hiss continual through the tedious night. 
'Yet here, e'en here. Into these black abodes • 
Of monsters, unappalFd, from stooping Rome, 
And guilty Cesar, Liberty retirM, 
Her Cato following through Numidian wilds -: 
Disdainful of Campania's gentle j^ains. 
And all the green delights Ausonia pours: 
When for them she must bend the servile knee, 
And fawning take the splendid robber's boon. *' ' 
Nor stop the terrors of thescf regions here.- ' '^ 
Commissioned demons oft, ' angels of Wradi, ' > - ^ 
Let loose the raging elements. Breath'd hot; * ' 
From all the boundless furnaoe of the sky, ' ' ^ 
And the wide-glittering waste ' of bundng 'sand, ' 
A suffocating wind the pi%rlm smites 
With instant death. Patient of thirst and toil; 
Son of the desert ! even the camel feels, 
Shot through his withered heart, the fiery blast. • "' 
Or from the black-red ether, bursting broad^ 
Sallies the sudden whirlwind. Straight the sands^ 
Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play; 
Nearer and nearer still they darkening come';' 
Till, with the general all-involving storm - 

Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arise ; 
And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown. 
Or sunk at night in sad disastrous sleep. 
Beneath descending hills the caravan 
Is buried deep. In Cairo^s crowded strccti^, 
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Th* impatient merchant, wondering, waits in Tain, 
And Mecca saddens at the long delay. 

Bnt chief at sea, whose CTery flexile wave 
Obeys the blast, th' aerial tttmnlts swells. 
In the dread ocean, undulating wide, 
Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe. 
The circling Typhon, * whirFd from point to fioint, 
Exhausting all tiie rage of all the sky. 
And dire Ecnephia, * reign. Amid the heaTons, 
Falsely serene, deep in a cloudy speck** 
CompressM, the mighty tempest brooding dwells : 
Of no regard , save to the skilfdl eye. 
Fiery and foul, the small prognostic hangs 
Aloft, wt on the promontory's brow 
Musters its force. A faint decettfal calm, 
A fluttering gale, the demon sends before. 
To tempt the spreading sail. Then down at once. 
Precipitant, descends a mingled mass 
Of roaring winds, and flame, and rushing floods. 
In wild amazement ^^^ the sailor stands. 
Art is too slow : by rapid fete oppressed, 
His broad wing'd vessel drinks the whelming tide. 
Hid la the bosom of the black abyss. 
With such mad seas the daring Gamaf fought 
For many a day, and miany a dreadful night. 
Incessant, laboring round the stormy Cajpe ; 
By bold ambition led, and bolder thirst 
Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerged 

* Typhon and Ecnephia, names of paritcnlar ■torniB or 
horricanee, knowD only hatween the tropics. 

^* Galled by sailors the oi-eye, being in appearance at 
first no bigger. 

i Vasco de Gania, the first who sailed roond Africa by 
the Cape of Good Hope, to the East Indies. 
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The rising world of trade : the gifeniiit^ tJieSy . 

Of nsvigatioa, that, in hopeless sloth. 

Had slumbered on the. vast Atlantic deep / 

For idle ages, starting, heard at last 

The Lusitanian Prince;* who, heaven inspir'd^ : 

To love of nsefnl glory roused mankind, 

And in unbonnded commerce mixM the world. , •-.- 

Increanng still the terrors of these sttoms. 
His jaws hinrifip arm'd with threefold fate, 
Here dwells the direful shark. Imr*d by the seent 
Of steaming crowds, of rank disease, and death. 
Behold ! he rushing cuts the briny flood. 
Swift as the gale can bear the ship along; 
And from the partners of that ernel trade, 
Which spoils unhappy Guinea of her sons. 
Demands his share of prey; demands themselircs. 
The stormy fates descend ; ime death inToWes 
Tyrants and slaves; when straight, their mangled 

limbs 
Crashing at once, he dyes the purple seas 
With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal. 

When o'er this world, by equinoctial rains 
Flooded immense, looks out the joyless sun, 
And draws the copious steam from swampy fens, 
Where pntrefoction into life ferments, 
^Ij^d breathes destructive myriads; or from woods, 
.^jj^penetrable shades, recesses foul, 
' InWpours rank and blue corruption wrapt. 
Whose gloomy horrors yet no desperate foot 

* Dos Henry, third ton to Jokn the First, King of Por- 
tugal. His strong genius to the discovery of neir countries 
wns the chief source of all the modern improvements in 
navigation. 
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Has ewer 4ar'il to pieree; then, wafteftil, forth 
Walkfl the dire power of pestilent disease. 
A thousand hideous fiends her course attend, 
Sick nature hlasting, and to heartless woe. 
And feeble desolation casting down 
The towering hopes and all the pride of man. 
Such as, of late, at Carthagena queneh'd 
The British fire. Yon, gallant Vernon, saw 
The miserable scene : yon, pitying, saw 
To infant weakness sunk the warrior's arm;' 
Saw Che deep-racking pang, the ghastly form. 
The lip pale-qniyering, and the beamless eye 
No more with ardour bright : yon heard the groans 
Of agonizing ships, from shore to shore : 
Heard, nightly plung'd amid the sullen waves. 
The frequent corse; while on each other fixM 
In sad presage, the black assistants seemed 
Silent, to ask, whom fate would next demand. . 

What need I mention these inclement skies, 
Where, frequent o'er the sickening city. Plague, 
The fiercest child of Nemesis dlTine, 
Descends ? From Ethiopia's poison'd woods, 
From stifled Cairo's filth, and fetid fields 
With locust armies putrifying * heap'd. 
This great destroyer sprung. Her awful rage 
The brutes escape : man is her destin'd prey. 
Intemperate man ! and, o'er his guilty domes, 
She draws a close^ncumbent cloud of death ; 
Uninterrupted by the living winds, 
Forbid to blow a wholesome breeie; and stain'd 
With many a mixture by the sun, suffhs'd, 

* Tkese are the caiuei sopposed to be the first origin of 
the plar>e, ia Dr. Me4d*t elegaat book on that sabjeot. 
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Of angiy aspect. Priscely wisdoui, then, 

Dejects bis vatchful eye, and from the hand . 

Of feeble justice, ineffectual, drop 

The sword and balance : nmte the voice of joy, 

And hushed the clamour of the busy world. 

Empty the streets, with uncouth verdure clad ; 

Into the worst of deserts sudden turned 

The cheerful haunt of men : unless escaped 

From the doomM house, where matchless horror 

reigns, 
Shut up by barbarous fear, the smitten wretch, 
With phrensy wild, breaks loose; and, loud to heaven 
Scnreaming, the dreadful policy arraigns, 
Inhuman, and unwise. The sulfen door. 
Yet uninfected, on its cautious hinge 
Fearing to turn, abhors society : 
Dependants, friends, relations, love himself, 
SayagM by woe, forget the tender tie. 
The sweet engagement of the feeling heart. 
But vain their selfish care : the circling sky, 
The wide-enlivening air, is full of fate ; 
And struck by turns, in solitary pangs 
They fall, nnbless'd, untended, and nnmoum'd. 
Thus o'er the prostrate city black despair 
Extends her raven wing : while, to complete 
The scene of desolation, stretched around. 
The grim guards stand, denying all retreat. 
And give the flying wretch a better death. 

Much yet remains unsung; the rage intense 
Of brasen- vaulted skies, of iron fields. 
Where drought and famine starve the blasted year : 
Fir^d by the torch of noon to tenfold rage, 
Th' infuriate hill that shoots the piilar'd flame ; 
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4nd ronsM within the flubtemnean wo^, 
Th' expanding earthquake, that refiitless ghakes 
Aspiring cities from their solid base, 
And buries mountains In the flaming gulf. 
But 'tis enough $ return, my Tagrant Muse : 
A nearer scene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold, slow-settling o'er the lurid grove, 
Unusual darkness broods; and, growing, gains 
The full possession of the sky, surcharged 
With wrathful vapour, from the secret beds, 
Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn. 
Thence nitre, sulphur, and the fiery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day. 
With various tinctnrM trains of latent flame, 
Pollute the sky, and in yon baleM cloud, 
A reddening' gloom, a magazine of faie. 
Ferment; till, by the touch ethereal rous'd, 
The dash of clouds, or irritating war 
Of fighting winds, while all is calm below. 
They furious spring. A boding silence reigns. 
Dread through the dun expanse ; save the dull sound 
That from the mountain, previous to the stOrm, 
Rolls o'er the muttering earth, disturbs the floods 
And shakes the forest leaf without a breath. 
Prone, to the lowest vale, the aerial tribes 
Descend : the tempest-loving raven scarce 
Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gaac 
The cattle stand, and on the scowling heavens 
Cast a deploring eye; by man forsook, 
Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast. 
Or seeks the shelter of the downward cave. 

Tis listening fear and dumb amazement all : 
When to the startled eye the sudden glance 
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Appears far smith, ertiptive throngh the clovd ; 
And following slower, in explosion vast, 
The thHnder raites his tremendous Toice. 
At first heard solemn o*er the verge of heaven, 
The tempest growls; hut as it nearer comes, 
And roUs its awfiil harden on the wind, 
The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more 
The noise astounds : till over head a sheet 
Of livid flame discloses wide; then shuts. 
And opens wider: shuts and opens still 
Expansive, wrapping ether in a hlaae. 
Follows the loosenM aggravated roar. 
Enlarging, deepening, mingling; peal on peal 
CrushM horrible, convulsing heaven and earth. 

Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail^ 
Or prone-descending rain. Wide rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flood ; and yet, its flame unquench*d, 
Th* unconquerable lightning struggles through. 
Ragged and fierce, on in red whirling balls. 
And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 
Black from the stroke, above, the smouldVing pine 
Stands a sad shattered trunk; and, stretchM below, 
A lifeless group, the blasted cattle lie : 
Here the soft flocks, with that same harmless look 
They wore alive, and ruminating still 
In fancy's eye : and there the frowning bull, 
An ox half-rais'd. Struck on the castled cliff', 
The venerable tower and spii^ fane 
Resign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess, 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates shake. 
Amid Carnarvon's mountains rages loud 
The repercnssive roar: with mighty crush, 
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Into the flashiiig deep, from the rude roi4[s 
Of Penmanmaiir, heapM hideous to the sky. 
Tumble the smitten cliffs ; and Snowden^s peak, 
Dissolying, instant yields his wintry load. 
Far seen, the heights of heathy Cheriot blase. 
And Thnle bellows through her utmost isles. 

Guilt hears appalFd, with deeply-troubled thought. 
And yet not always on the guilty head 
Descends the fated flash. Young Celadon 
And his Amelia were a matchless pair ; 
With equal virtue f«>rmM, and equal grace. 
The same, distinguished by their sex alone : 
Her^s the mild lustre of the blooming mom. 
And his the radiance of the risen day. 

They loy'd; but such their guileless passion was. 
As in the dawn of time inform^ the heart 
Of innocence and undissembling truth. 
'Twas friendship heightened by the mutual wish, 
Th* enchanting hope, and sympathetic glow. 
Beamed from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to each a dearer self; 
Supremely happy in th* awakened power 
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the shades. 
Still in harmonius intercourse they livM 
The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart. 
Or sighe4 and look'd unutterable things. 

So passM their life, a clear united stream, 
By care unruffled; tiU, in evil hour, 
The tempest caught them on the tender walk. 
Heedless how far, and where its mazes strayM ; 
While with each other blessed, creative love 
Still bade eternal Eden smile around. 
Presaging instant fkte, her bosom heavM 
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Unwonted 8i|^s; and stealing oft a loelc 
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
Fell tearful, wetting her disorder'd cheek. 
In vain assuring love, and confidence 
In Heaven, repressed her fear; it grew, and shook 
Her frame near dissolution. He perceiv'd 
Th* unequal conflict, and as angels look 
Oil dying saints, his eyes compassion shed. 
With loTO iUmnin'd high. ''Fear not,'' he said, 
''Sweet innocence! thou stranger to offence, 
And inward storm I He, who yon skies involves 
In firowna of darkness, ever smiles on thee 
With kind regard. O'er thee the secret shaft 
That wastes at midnight, or th' undreaded hour 
Of noon, flies harmless : and that very voice. 
Which thunders terror through the guilty heart. 
With tongues of seraphs whispers peace to thine. 
Tis safety to be near thee, sure, and thus 
To clasp perfection!" From his void embrace, 
Mysterious HeaTcn! that moment to the ground, 
A blacken'd corse, was struck the beauteous maid. 
But who can paint the lover, as he stood, 
Pierc'd by severe amazement, hating life. 
Speechless, and fix'd in all the death of woe ! 
So, finint resemblance! on the marble tomb. 
The well- dissembled mourner stooping stands. 
For ever silent, and for ever sad. 

As firom the face of heaven the shatter'd clouds 
Tumultuous rove, th' interminable sky 
Snblimer swells, and o'er the world expands 
A purer aadrci Through the lighten'd air, 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm, 
DifTasive, tremble; while, as if in sign 



)8 summeb; 

Of danger past, a gliltetuig robe of joy. 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray, 
Invests the field»; and nature smiles revivM. 

I 

^Tis beauty all, and grateful song around. 
Joined to the low of kino, and numerous bleat 
Of floclis thick-nibbling through the cloTer*d vale. 
And shall the hymn be marrM by thankless man, 
Most favourM: who, with voice articulate. 
Should lead the chorus of this lower world? 
Shall he, so soon forgetful of the hand 
That hush'd the thunder, and serenes the sky, 
Extinguished feel that jipark the tempest wak'd, 
That sense of powers exceeding far his own. 
Ere yet his feeble heart has lost its fears? 

Cheered by the milder beam, the sprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose crystal depth 
A sandy bottom shews. A while he stands 
Gazing th' inverted landscape, half afraid 
To meditate the blue lurofonnd below; 
Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 
His ebon tresses, and his rosy cheek. 
Instant emerge: and, through th' obedient wave, 
At each short breathing by his lip repelFd, 
With arms and legs according well, he makes. 
As humour leads, an easy winding path; 
While, from his polished sides, a dewy light 
Effuses on the pleasM spectators round. 

This is Ihe purest exercise of health, 
The kind refresher of the summer heats; 
Nor, when cold Winter keens the brightenii^ flood, 
Would I weak-shivering linger on the brink. 
Thus life redoubles, and is oft preservM » 
By the bold swimmer, in the swift illapse 
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Of accident disalfroiia. Btenee ih% Umka 
Knit into force; and the same Roman arm. 
That roae viotoritilis a'er tlM; conquered earth. 
First learB^d^ while tender^, to subdue the wave. 
Even, lr«m the body^fl.purttT, the mind 
ReceiTea a secret ^mpathetic aid. 

Close in the covert of ahasel copse, 
Where, winding. iato yleaatng solitudes, 
Rons out the ramWag dale^ jonng Damon tat, 
Pensive, and pierc'd; uritfa: Joife^s delightful pangs.. 
There to the stream that down fiie distant rocks , 
Hoarse murmuring fell, and plaintive breeae that 

play'd 
Among the bending willows, falsely he 
Of Musidora^s cruelty ctmplain^d. . 
She feU hia flame; hul deep within her breast. 
In bashful coyness, or in maiden pride, ^ 

The soft retnni concealed; save when it stole 
In sidefamg glances from her downcast eye, 
Or from her swelling soul* in stifled sighs. 
Touched by the scene, no stranger to his vows, 
He framed a melting lay, to try her heart; 
And if an infant passion struggled there. 
To call that passion forth. Thrice. happy swain! 
A Incky chance, .thai oft decides the fate . 
Of mighty menarchs, Aen decided thine. 
For lol conducted by the laughing Loves, 
This cool retreat hia JMLnsidera sought: 
Warm in her cheek the sultry season glowed: 
And, rob'd in loose wormy ^ she came to. bathe 
Her fervent limbs in the refreshing stream. 
What shall he do? In nre^ coafoiion lost. 
And dttbiious flntterii^, he a while remained : 
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A pure ingemioiig eleganei^ of soul, 
A delicate refinement, known to few, 
PerplexM hin breast, and nrgfd him to retire: 
But love forbade. Ye prudes In Tirtue^ eay, 
Say, ye sererest, what would you have done? 
Meantime, this fairer nymph tlian oyer blesoM 
Arcadian stream, with timid eye around 
The banks surveying, s^ippM her beauteous limbs. 
To taste the lucid cpolness of the flood. 
Ah! then, not Paris on the piny top 
Of Ida panted stronger, when aside 
The rival goddesses the veil' 4ivine 
Cast unconfin^d, and gave him all their charms. 
Than, Damon, thou; as from the snowy leg. 
And slender foot, th' inverted silk she drew; 
As the soft touch dissolvVl the virgin sone; 
And, through the parting robe, th' alternate breast, 
With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawless gaze 
III full luxuriance rose. But, desperate youth. 
How durst thou risk the soul-distracting view; 
As from her naked limbs of glowing white, 
Harmonious swelFd by Nature^s finest hand. 
In folds loose-floating fell the fainter lawn? 
And fair-ezpos'd she stood, shrunk from herself. 
With fancy blushing, at the doubtful breeie 
AlarmM, and starting like the fearful lawn; 
Then to the flood she rushM : the parting flood 
Its lovely guest with eloeing waves received; 
And every beauty softening, every grace 
Flushing anew, a mellow lustre died:- 
As shines the lily through the ciystal mild; 
Or as the rose amid *the morning dew. 
Fresh from Aurora's hand, more sweetly glows. 
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While thus the wantonM, now beneath the wave 

Bat iU-conceard ; and now with streaming locks. 

That half-embracM her in a humid veil, 

Rising again, the latent Damon drew 

Such maddening draughts of beauty to the soul. 

As for a while o>rwhelm*d his raptured thought 

With luxury too daring. Check'd, at last, 

By love's respectful modesty, he deem'd 

The theft profane, if ought profene to love 

Can e'er be deem'd; and struggling from the sbadf , 

With headlong hurry fled: but firftt these lines, 

Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With trembling hand he threw : <*Bathe on, my fair, 

Yet unbeheld, save by the sacred eye 

Of faithful love : I go to guard thy haunt. 

To keep from thy recess- each vagrant foot, 

And each licentious eye." With wild surprise, 

As if to marble struck, devoid of sense, 

A stupid moment motionless she stood; 

So stands the statue * that enchants the world. 

So bending tries to veil the matchless boast. 

The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 

Recoyering, swift she flew to find those robes 

Which blisslul Eden knew not; and, array'd 

fn careless haste, th' alarming paper snatch'd. 

But, when her Damon's well-known hand shift- saw. 

Her terrors vanish'd, and a softer train 

Of mix'd emotions, hard to be describ'd, 

Her sudden bosom seis'd: shame void of guilt, 

The charming blush of innocence, esteem. 

And admiration of her lover's flame, 



* The Venus of Medici. 

fl 
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By modesty exalted: even a sense 
Of self-apprOTing beanty stole across 
Her busy thougkt. At length, a tender calm 
HashM by degrees the tumult of the «oul; 
And on the spreading beech, that oVr the stream 
Incumbent hung, she with the sylvan pen 
Of rural lovers this confession carved, 
Which soon her Damon kiss'd with weeping joy: 
^<Dear youth! sole judge of what these verses mean. 
By fortune too much favoured, but by love, 
Alas{ .not favoured less, be still as now 
Discreet; the time may come you need not fly/' 
The sun has lost his rage: his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmtii, 
And vital lustre; that, with various ray. 
Lights up U^e clouds, those beauteous robes of heaven, 
Incessant roUM into romantic shapes. 
The dream of waiting fancy ! Broad below, 
Covered with ripening fruits, and swelling fast 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth, 
And all her tribes rejoice. Now the soft hour 
Of wall<ing comes: for him who lonely loves 
To seek the diistant hills, and there converse 
With Nature; there to harmonize his heart, 
And in pathetic song to breathe around 
The harmony to others. Social friends, 
AttunM to happy union of soul; 
To whose exalting eye a fairer world, 
Of which the vulgar never had a glimpse, 
Displays its charms ; whose minds are richly fraught 
With philosophic stores, superior lig^t; 
And in whose breast, enthusiastic, bums 
Virtue, the sons of interest deem romance; 
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9foir called abroad enjoj the faHing day : 

\ow to the verdaat portico of woods, 

To Nature's vast Lyceum, fmrth they walk; 

By that kind sehool where no proud master reigns, 

Hie fhli free conyerse of the friendly heart, 

Improving and tmpror'd. Now from the world, 

Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal. 

And ponr their souls in transport; which the Sire 

Of Lore approTing hears, and calls it good. 

Which way, Amanda, shall we bend our course? 

The choice perplexes. Wherefore should we choose? 

All is the same with thee. Say; shaU we wind 

Along the streams? or walk the smiling mead? 

Or court the ibrest-glades ? or wander wiM 

Among the waving harrests? or ascend, 

While radiant Summer opens all its pride, 

Thy hill, delightful Shene * ? Here let us sweep 

The boundless landscape: now the rapturM eye, 

Eznitittg swift to huge Augusta send; 

Now to the sister hills f that okirt her plain ; 

To lofly Harrow now, and now to uiiere 

Migestic Windsor lifts his princely brow. 

In lovely contrast to this glorious view 

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 

To where the silver Thames first rural grows. 

There let the feasted eye unwearied stray: 

Luxurious, there, rove through the pendent woods 

That nodding hang o*er Harrington's retreat; 

And, stooping thence to Ham's embowering walks, 

Beneath whoee shades, in spotless peace retirM, 

* The old name of Riehnond, signifyiBg in Ssxon, Sliisisg 
•r Splendour. 

f Hlgkfftte and lUnpitesd. 
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With her the pleasing partner of his heart, 
The worthy Queensbnry yet laments his Gay, 
And polishM Combury woos the willing Mnse, 
Slow let us trace the matchless vale of Thames; 
Fair winding up to where the Muses haunt 
In Twit^nam^a bowers, and for their Pope, implore 
The healing God^ * to royal Hampton^s pile. 
To Clermont^s terrac'd height, and EsherV grores, 
Where in the sweetest solitude, embrac'd 
By the soft windings of the silent Mole, 
From courts and senates Pelham finds repose. 
Enchantig vale! beyond whatever the Muse 
Has of Achaia or Hesperia sung! 
O yale of bliss ! O softly swelling hills ! 
On which the Power of Cultivation lies, 
And joys to see the wonders of his toil. 

Heavens ! what a goodly prospect spreads around, 
Of hills, and dale», and, woods, and lawns, and spires, 
And glittering towns, and gilded streams, till all 
The stretching landscape into smoke decays ! 
Happy Britannia! whwe the Queen of Arts, 
Inspiring vigour, Liberty abroad 
Walks, unconfin^d even to thy farthest cots. 
And scatters plenty with unsparing hand. 

Rich is thy soil, and merciful thy clime; 
Thy streams unfailing in the Summer's drought; 
Unmatched thy guardian oaks; thy valleys float 
With golden waves; and on thy mountains flocks 
Bleat numberless; while, roving round, their sides. 
Bellow the blackening herds in lusty droves. 
Beneath, thy meadows glow, and rise nnqueird 

* In kii last sickness. 
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Against the mowtx*B scythe. On every hand 
Thy viiiae shine. Thy country teenu with wealth ; 
And property astiires it to the swain, 
Pleas'il, and unwearied, in his guarded toil. 
Full are thy ^cities with the sons of art; 
And trade and joy, in every busy street, 
Mingling are heard: e^en drudgery himself. 
As at the car he sweats, or dusty hews 
The palace-stone, looks gay. Thy crowded portif 
Where rising *masts an endless prospect yield, 
With labour bum, and echo to the shouts 
Of hutried sailor, as he hearty waves 
His last adieu, and loosening every sheet, 
Resigns the spreadii^ vessel to the wind. 

Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youth, 
By hardship sinew'd, and by danger lirM, 
Scattering the nations where they go; and iirst 
Or on the listed plain, or stormy seas. 
Mild are thy glories too, as o*er the plains 
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful sires preside; 
in genius, and substantial learning, high; 
For every virtue, every worth, renowuM; 
Sincere, plain-hearted, hospitable, hind; 
Yet, like the mustering thunder, when provoked, 
The dread of tyrants, and the sole resource 
Of those that under grim oppression groan. 

Thy sons of glory many ! Alfred thine. 
In whom the splendour of heroic war. 
And more heroic peace, when govemM well. 
Combine; .whose hallowed name the Virtues saint, 
And his own Muses love; the best of kings! 
With him. thy Edwards and thy Henrys shine! 
Names dear to fame; the first who deep impressed 
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On haugbty Gaol the terror of thy arms, 
That awes her genius still. In statesmen ihou, 
And patriots, fertile. Thine a steady More, 
Who, with a generous, though mistaken seal. 
Withstood a brutal tyranf s direful rage, 
Like Cato firm, like Aristides just. 
Like rigid Ciacinnatus nobly poor, 
A dauntless soul erect, who smil'd on death. 
Frugal, and wise, a Walsingham is thine; 
A Drake, who made thee mistress of the deep, 
And bore thy name in thunder round the world. 
Then flamM thy spirit high; but who can speak 
The numerous worthies of the maiden reign? 
In Raleigh mark their every glory mix'd; 
Raleigh, the scourge of Spain ! whose breast with all 
The sage, the patriot, and the hero bumM, 
Nor sunk his Tigour, when a coward reign 
The warrior fetter'd, and at last resign^. 
To glut the Tengeance of a vanquishM foe. 
Then, actiire still and unrestrain'd, his mind 
Explored the Tast extent of ages past. 
And with his prison-hours enrich'd the world; 
Yet found no times, in all the long research. 
So glorious, or so base, as those he proT^d, 
In which he conquered, and in which he bled. 
Nor can the Muse the gallant Sidney pass, 
The plume of war; with early laurels orownM, 
The loTer's myrtle, and the poet's bay. 
A Hampden too is thine, illustrious land! 
Wise, strenuous, firm, of nnsnbmitting soul^ • 
Who stemmM the torrent Of a downward age, 
To slavery prone, and bade thee rise again, 
In all thy native pomp of freedom bold. 
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Bright, at his eall, thy age of men effiil|^d. 

Of men on whom late time a hinging eye 

ShaU torn, and tyrants tremble- while they reaid. 

Bring every sweetest flower, and let me strew 

The grave where Rnssel lies; whose traiperM blood, 

With calmest cheerfnlaess for- thee resigned, 

Stain'd the sad annals of a giddy reign; 

Aiming at lawless power, though meanly snnlr 

In loose inglorious loxnry. With him 

His ftiend, the British Cassins, * fearless bled ; 

Of high-determin'd spirit, roughly brave. 

By ancient learning to th' ehlightenM love 

Of ancient freedom warm*d. Fair thy renown 

In awful sages and in noble bards; 

Soon as the light of dawning Science spread 

Her orient ray, and wafcM the Muses* song. 

Thine is a Bacon; hapless in his choice, 

Unfit to stand the dvil storm of state. 

And through the smooth barbarity of courts. 

With firm but pliant virtue, forward still 

To urge his course: him for the studious shade 

Kind nature fonn'd, deep, comprehensive^ clear. 

Exact, and elegant: in one rich soul, 

Plato, the St^gyrite, and TuUy join'd. 

The great deliverer he! who from the gloom 

Of cloister^ monks, and jargon-teaching schools. 

Led forth the true philosophy, there long 

Held in the magic chain of words and forms, 

And definitions void: he led her forth. 

Daughter of heaven! that slow>aseending fltill, 

Investigating sure the chain of things, 

* Algernon Sidney. 
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With jradlBnt finger points to h«aTen again^ 

Thq generoiist Ashley * thine, the firiend of man; 

Who seann'd his nature with a brother's eye.: 

His weakness prompt to shade, to raise his aim. 

To touch the finer movements of the mind. 

And with the moral beauty charm the heart. 

Why need I name thy Boyle, whose pious search. 

Amid the dark recesses of his works. 

The great Creator sought? And why thy Locke, 

Who made the whole internal world his own? 

Let Newton, pure intelligence, whom Grod 

To mortals lent, to trace his boundless work« 

From laws sublimely simple, speak thy fame 

In all philosophy. For lofty- sense, 

Gredtiye fancy, and inspection keen 

Through the deep windings of the human heart, 

Is not wild Shakspeare thine and Nature^s boast? 

Is not each great, each amiable Muse 

Of classic ages in thy Milton met? 

A genius universal as his theme; 

Astonishing as chaos, as the bloom 

Of blowing £den fair, as heaven sublime! 

Nor shall my verse that elder bard forget, 

"fhe gentle Spenser, Faiicy's pleasing son; 

Who, like a copious river, pour'd his song 

O^er all the mazes of enchanted ground: . 

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage, 

C'haucer, whose native manners-painting verse. 

Well moralixM, shines through the Gothic cloud 

Of time and language o*er thy genius thrown. 

May my song soften, as thy daughters I, 

* Antltony Ashley Cooper, Earl of Shaftesbury. 
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Britannia, haiT! f^^r* beauty ia their own, 

The feeling heart, eimplieity of Ufe, 

And elegance, and taste: the faultless fomt. 

Shaped hy> the hand of harmony : the cheek. 

Where the live crimson, thsongh the natiye white. 

Soft-shooting, o^rthe face diffuses bloom. 

And eyery nameless grace; the parted lip. 

Like the red ros«)-bud jnoist wiih morning dew. 

Breathing delight; and, under flowing jet. 

Or sunny ringlets, or of circling, brown. 

The neck slight shaded, and the swelling breast ; 

The look resistless, piercing to the soul, 

And by the soul informed, when dress'd in love 

She sits high-smiling ia the 'conscious eye. 

Island of bliss ! amid the subject seas, 
That thunder round thy rocky coasts, set up, 
At once the wonder, terror, and delight, 
Of distant nations; whose remotest shores 
Can soon be shaken by thy naval arm; 
Nor to be shook thyself, but all assaults 
Baffling, as thy hoar cliflSi the loud sea-waye. 

O Thou! by whose almighty nod the scale 
Of empire rises, or alternate foils, 
Send forth the saving virtues round the land, 
In bright patrol: white peace, and social love; 
The tender-looking charity, intent 
On gentle deeds, and shedding tears through smiles; 
Undaunted truth, and dignity of mind; 
Courage composM, and keen; sound temperance. 
Healthful in heart and look; clear chastity. 
With blushes reddening as she moves along, 
DisorderM at the deep regard she draws; 
Rough Industry; activity untir'd, 
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li¥itl\ copioiii life infbfm^d, add. all awake t 
While in the radiant front, raperiar shines 
That first paternal Tirtne, pnblie meal; 
Who throws o'er all an equal wide sttrrej. 
And, eyer musing on 4he common weal, 
Still labonrs glorious with some great design. 

Low walks the sun, and broadens by degrees. 
Just o'er the verge of day. The shifting clouds 
Assembled gay, a richly gorgeous train, 
In all their pomp attend his setting throne. 
Air, earth, and ocean, smile immense. And now. 
As if his weary chariot sought the bowers 
Of Amphitrite, and her tending nymphs 
(So Grecian fable sung), he dips his orb; 
Now half-immers'd ; and now 'a golden curve 
Gives one bright glance, then total disappears. 

For ever running an enchanted round. 
Passes the day, deceitful, vain, and void; 
As fleets the vision o'er the formfal brain. 
This moment hurrying wild th' impassiOn'd sonl, 
The next in nothing lost. 'Tis so to him, 
The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank; 
A sight of horror to the cruel wretch. 
Who all day long in sordid pleasure roH'd, 
Himself an useless load, has squandered vile. 
Upon his scoundrel train, what might have cheer*d 
A drooping family of modest worth. 
But to the generous still-improving mind, 
That gives the hopeless heart to sing for joy. 
Diffusing kind beneficence around, 
Boastless, as now descends the silent dew; 
To him the long review of order'd life 
Is inward rapture only to be felt. 



^Pi 



SUMMER. 1^] 

Confess'd from yonder ilow-ettinguishM cloitdfl, 
All ether softening, sober evening takes 
Her wonted station in the middle air; 
A thousand shadows at her heclr. First this 
She sends on earth i then that of deeper dye 
Steals soft behind; and then a deeper still. 
In circle following circle, gathers round, 
To close the face of things. A fresher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, and stir the stream, 
Sweeping with shadowy gnst the fields of corn ; 
While the quail clamours for his running mate. 
Wide o*er the thistly lawn, as swells the breeze, 
A whitening shower of vegetable down 
Amusive floats. The kind impartial care 
Of nature nought disdains : thoughtful to feed 
Her lowcHt sons, and clothe the coming year, 
From field to field the featherM seeds she wings. 

His folded flock secure, the shepherd home 
Hies, merry-hearted; and by turns relieves 
The ruddy milkmaia of her brimming pail ; 
The beauty whom perhaps his witless heart. 
Unknowing what the joy-mix'd anguish means, 
Sincerely loves, by that best language shown 
Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 
Onward they pass, o'er many a panting height, 
And valley sunk, and unfrequented; where 
At fall of eve the fairy people throng. 
In various game, and revelry, to pass 
The summer night, as village stories tell. 
But far about they wander from the grave 
Of him, Wfatom his ungentle fortune urg^d 
Against his own sad breast to lift the hand 
Of impious >^otence. The lonely tower 



U bUo dhuBit'd, whose moanfiil^ chambert hmld^ 
So night-fltrack fkncy dreaoM, the yelling ghost. 

Among the crooked hues, on every hedge. 
The glow-worm lights his gem ; and through the dark 
A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields 
The world to night; not in her winter robe 
Of massy Stygian woo^ but loose amy'd 
In mantle dun. A foint erroneous ray, 
Glanc'd from th* imperfect snrfiices of things. 
Flings half an image on the straining eye; 
labile wavering woods, and villages, and streaius. 
And rocks, and mountain tops, that long retained 
Th' ascending gleam, are all one swimming scene. 
Uncertain- if beheld. Sudden (o heaven 
Thence weary vision turns; where, leading soft 
The silent hours of love, with purest ray 
Sweet Venus shines; and from her genial rise, 
When day-light sickens till it springs afresh, 
Unrivaird reigns, the fairest lamp of night. 
As thus th* effulgence tremulous I drink, 
IVith cherishM gaze, the lambent lightnings shoot 
Across the sky; or horisontal dart 
In wondrous shapes; by fearful murmuring crowds 
Portentous deem'd. Amid the radiant Qrbs» 
That more than deck, that animate the sky. 
The life-infusing suns of other worlds ; 
Lo ! from the dread immensity of space 
Returning, with accelerated course, 
The rushing comet to the sun descends; 
And as he sinks below the shading earth^j 
With awful train projected o^er the heavens. 
The guilty nations tremble^ But, above . 
Those superstitious horrors that enslave 
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The fond sequacious herd, to mystic faith 

And blind amazement prone, th^ enlighteuM few. 

Whose god-like minds philosophy exalts. 

The glorious stranger hail. They feel a joy 

DiTinely great; they in their powers exult. 

That wond^rous force of thought, which mounting 

spurns 
This dusky spot; and measures all the sky; 
While, from his far excursion through the wilds 
Of barren ether, faithfbl to his time, 
They see the blazing wonder rise anew, 
In seeming terror clad, but kindly bent 
To work the will of all-sustaining love ; 
From his huge vapoury train perhaps to shake 
Reviving moisture on the numerous orbs. 
Through which his long ellipsis winds ; perhaps 
To lend new fuel to declining suns. 
To light up worlds, and feed th' eternal fire. 
With thee, serene Philosophy, with thee. 
And thy bright garland, let me crown my song ! 
Eflbsive source of evidence and truth! 
A lustre shedding o^er th' ennobled mind. 
Stronger than summer noon; and pure as that, 
Whose mild vibrations sooth the parted soul, 
Kew to the dawning of celestial day. 
Hence through her nourishM powers, enlarged by thee, 
She springs aloft, with elevated pride, 
Above the tangling mass of low desires. 
That bind the fluttering crowd; and, angel-wingM, 
The heights of science and of virtue gains, 
Where all is calm and clear : with nature round, 
Or in the starry regions, or th' abyss. 
To reason's and to fancy^ eye displayed : 
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The first np tracing from the dreary Toid, 
The chain of caiues and effects to Uim, 
The world-producing Essence, who alone 
Possesses being; while the last receives 
The whole magnificence of heayen and earth. 
And every beauty, delicate or bold, 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier sense. 
Diffusive painted on the rapid mind. 

Tutored by thee, hence Poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages; and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought. 
Never to die ! the treasure of mankind ! 
Their highest honour, and their, truest joy ! 

Without thee what were unenlightened man ? 
A savage roaming through the woods and wilds, 
In queist of prey ; and with th' unfoshionM fur. 
Rough clad ; devoid of every finer art, 
And elegance of life. Nor happiness 
Domestic, mix^d of tenderness and care. 
Nor moral excellence, nor social bliss. 
Nor guardian law, were his; nor various skill 
To turn the farrow, or to guide the tool 
Mechanic; nor the heaven-conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearless braves 
The burning line, or dares the wintry pole; 
Mother severe of infinite delights! 
Nothing, save rapine, indolence, and guile. 
And woes on woes, a still-revolving train ! 
Whose horrid circle had made human life 
Than non-existence worse : but, taught by thee. 
Ours are the plans of policy and peace ; 
To live like brothers, and coigunctive all 
Embellish life. While thus laborious crowds 
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Ply the .tough oar, philusophy directs 

The mling helm ; or like the liberal breath 

Of potent HeaYen, invisible, the sail 

Swells out, and bears th^ inferior world along-. 

Nor to this evanescent speck of earth 
Poorly confinM, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exalted range: intent to gaze 
Creation through; and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 
Of the sole Being right, who spoke the word. 
And nature movM complete. With inward vieir, 
Thence on th' ideal kingdom swift she turns 
Her eye; and instant, at her powerful glance, 
Th' obedient phantoms vanish or appear; 
Compound, divide, and into order shift, 
Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of fancy^s fleeting train ; 
To reason then, deducing truth from truth ; 
And notion quite abstract; irhere first begins 
The world of spirits, action all, and life 
Unfettered, and unmix'd. But here the cloud, 
So wills Eternal Providence, sits deep. 
Enough for us to know that this dark state. 
In wayward passions lost, and vain pursuits. 
This infancy of being, cannot prove 
The final issue of the works of God, 
By boundless love and perfect wisdom form'd, 
And ever rising with the rising mind. 
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The sabjoct proposed. Addressed to Mr. Onslow. A pro- 
spflct of the fields read/ for harvest. Reflectieas ia praise 
of iadastry raised by that vieir. Reapiag. A Ule relative 
to it. A harvest storm. Shooting aad hvatiag, their bar- 
barity. A ladicroiis aetouit of foa-haating. A view of 
aa orchard. Wall-fmit A vineyard. A descriptioa of 
fop, freqaeat ia the latter part of Antvma: wheaee a 
digreasioa, laqairiag iafo the rise of foaataias and rivers. 
Birds of seasoa coasidered. that aow shift their habita- 
tioa. The prodigious nnmber of them that cover the nor- 
thern aad westera isles of Scetlaad. Hence a view of 
the eoantry. A prospect of the discoloured, fading woods. 
After a gentle dusky day, moon-light. Autumnal meteors. 
Moraiag: to which succeeds a calm, l»ure, sunshiay day, 
such as usuallv shuts up the season. The harvest Joeing 
gathered in, ine conatrv dissolved ia Jey. The #hofe 
eottcladea with a panegyric on a philosophical country life. 



Cftown'D witli the aichle ^n^ the wheaten sheaf, 
While Aatamn, nodding o^er the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on, the Doric reed once more. 
Well pleas'd I tune. Whatever the wintry frost 
Nitrons prepared; the Tarious-blossomM Spring 
Put in white promise forth; and Summer-suns 
Concocted strong, rush boundless now to view. 
Full, perfect all, and swell mj glorious theme 
Onslow! the Muse, ambitions of thy nfinie,. 
To grace, inipire, and dignify her song. 
Would from the public voice thy gentle ear 
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A while eng^age. Thy noble care she Imovs, 
The patriot yirtaes that diftend thy thought, 
Spread on thy front, and in thy bosom glow. 
While listening senates hang upon thy tongue, 
Devolring through the maze of eloquence 
A roll of periods, sweeter than her song. 
But she too pants for public virtue; she, 
Though wealr of power, yet strong in ardent will, 
Whene'er her country rushes on her heart. 
Assumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mix the patriot's with the poet's flame. 

When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days. 
And Libra weighs in equal scales the year; 
Firom heaven's high cope the fierce effulgence shook 
Of parting Summer, a serener blue, 
With golden light enliven'd, wide invests 
The happy world. Attemper'd suns arise. 
Sweet- beam'd, and shedding oft through lucid clouds 
A pleasing c&lm<; while, broa4 and brown, below 
Extensive harvests hang the heavy head; 
Rich, silent, deep, they stand; for not a gale 
Rolls its light billows o'er the bending plain: 
A calm of plenty! tilF'tfae ruffled air 
Falls from its poise, ahd gives the breexe to blow. 
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the sky;' 
The clouds fly different; and the sudden san 
By fits effulgent gilds th' illumin'd field. 
And black by fits the shadows sweep along. 
A gaily checkered heart-expanding view. 
Far as the circling eye can shoot around, 
Unbounded tossing in a flood of com. 

These are thy blessings. Industry ! rough power! 
Whom labour stiD attends, and sweat, and pain; 
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Yet the kind source of «Tery gentle art, 
And all the soft civility of life: 
Raiser of httmaii hind! by nature cast, ■ 
Nahed, and helpless, oat amid the ^rooda 
Aad wilds, to rude inclement elements; 
With Tarions seeds of art deep in the mind 
Implanted, and profasely pour'd around 
Materials- infinite ; but idle all, 
Still nneierted, in th* unconscious breast, 
Slept the letharg;ic powers: cormptton still, 
Voracious, swallowM what the liberal hand , 
Of bounty scatterM o'er the sarage year; 
And still the sad barbarian, roving, mix'd 
With beasts of prey; or for his acorn meal 
Fought the fierce tnsky boar; a shivering wretch! 
Aghast and* comfortless, when the bleak noi^th. 
With Winter charged, let tiie mix'd tempest fly. 
Hail, rain, and snow, and bitter-breathing frost: 
Then to the shelter of th« hut he fled ; 
And the wild season, sordid, pinM away. 
For home he had' not; home is ihe resort 
Of love, of joy, of peace, and plenty, where,- 
Supportingi) and supported, polished friends, 
And dear relations mingle into i^iss. 
But this the rugged savage never felt, 
E^en desolate in crowds; and thus his days 
RollM heavy, dark, and unenjoy*d along: 
A waste of time! till industry approach'd, 
And rotts'd him firom his miserable sloth'; ' 
His faculties unfolded; pointed out, 
Where lavish nature the directing hand 
Of art demanded; show'd him how ta raise 
f fin feeble force by the mechanic powers, 
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To dig the mineral from the yanlted earth; 
On what to turn the piercing rage of fire; 
On what the torrent, and the gather'd bhist; 
Gave the tall ancient fwest to his axe; 
Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the Btoae, 
Till hy dc^ees the fini^h'd fabric rose; 
Tom from hia limbs the blood^polbited fnr, 
And wrappM them in the woolly vestment warm, 
Or bright in glossy silk, and flowing lawn; 
With wholesome viands fill'd his table; ponrM 
The generous glass around, inspired to wake 
The life-refining soul of decent wit; 
Nor stopped at barren bare necessity: 
Bnt still advancing bolder, led him on 
To pomp, to pleasure, elegance, and grace; 
And, Inreathing high ambition through his soul, 
Set science, wisdom, glory, in his view. 
And bade him be the lord of all below. 

Then, gathering men their natural powers eombinM, 
And formM a public; to the general good 
Submitting, aimug, and conducting all. 
For this the patriot council met, the fall. 
The free, and fairly represented whole; 
For this they planned the holy guardian-laws. 
Distinguish^ orders^ animated arts. 
And with Joint foree oppression chaining, set 
Imperial justice at the helm; yet still 
To them accountable; nor slavish dreamed 
That toiling milMons must resign their weal. 
And all the honey of their search, to snch 
As for themselves alone themselves have praisM. 

Hence every form of cultivated life 
In order set, protected, and iospir'd, 
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failo perfection wronght. Vnitiiig «llv 

Society grew BumeronB, high, polite, 

And happy. Nmnse of art, the city rear'd- <•'< 

In beauteom pride her tower^-eacircled liead; 

And, stretching street on street, by thonsands drew. 

From twining woody hannts, or the tongh yew 

To bows strong-etratning, het aspiring sons. 

Then commerce brought into the public walk 
The busy merchant; the big warehonse built;' 
Rais'd the strong crane; choak'dnp the loaded street 
With foreign plenty; and thy stream, O' Thames, 
Large, gentle, deep, mi^estic kiiig of floods-! 
Chose for his grand resort. On - either band,- 
Like a long wintry forest, groves of masts < • 
Shot np their spires; the bellying sheet Betu^cb^ 
Possessed the breety Toid : the nutoty hulk 
SteerM sluggish on; the splendid barge along 
RowM, regular, to harmony; around. 
The boat, light skimming, stretch'd its oary wings; 
While deep the various voice of fervent toil 
From bank to bank increas'd ; whence ribb'd with oak 
To bear the British thunder, black and bold. 
The roaring vessel msh*d into the nnin. 

Then too the pillarM dome, magnific, heav'd 
Its ample roof: and Inxmry within 
PoarM oat her glittering stores; the canvass smooth, 
With glowing life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied rose; the statue seem'd to breathe. 
And soften in|o flesh, beneath the touch 
Of forming art, imagination flushed. 

All is the gift of industry; whatever 
Exalts, embellishes, and renders life 
Delightful. Pensive Winter cheer'd by him, 



Sits at the loelal frrr, and luqipy h«avs 

Th' excladed tempest idly rare along. 

His hardened fingers deck tke gandj Sforing; 

Withoat him Swnmep>were an arid watte; 

Nor to th' Autumnal months could thus transmit 

Those fall, mature, inuaeasurahle stores. 

That, waving round, recall my wandering song. 

Soan as the morning trembles o'er the sky. 
And uUperoeiv'd unfolds the spreading day; 
Before the ripened field the reapers stand 
In foir array; each hy the lass he loves, 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
By naaasless gentle offices her toil. 
At once they stoop and sweU the lusty sheaves; 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural scandal, and the rural jest. 
Fly harmless, to deoeiTe the tedious time. 
And steal unfdt the sultry hours away. 
Behind, the master walks, bulMs up the shocks: 
And, conscious, glancing oft on every side 
His sated eye, foels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners spread around, and here and there. 
Spike after spike, their scanty harvest pick. 

Be not too narrow, husbandmen! but fling 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth. 
The liberal handful. Think, oh grateM lihink! 
How good the €rod of harvest is to youf 
Who pisurs abmidance o'er your flowing fields; 
While those unhappy partners of yivv kind 
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven, 
And ask their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder; that your sons may want 
What now, with hard reluctance, fiilut, ye give. 
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The lorely* young Livania oBcij ittd friedAi;.'. •: 
And fortune sniird, decseitfiil^ ?on tier libtli; : • / si * 
For, in her helpleso .^ari def Hv'd of aH^ 
Of every «tay, save inlnocenee and heavcfini . 
She, with her widov'd moyier, feeble^ old, 
And poor, Mv'd. ia a cotlage, -far retired 
Among the wiadiiigs of a voodjrivale; 
By floUtude and deep mimoitndingt ehadjeg. 
Bat more by bashful modesty, coaoeal^di. 
Together thus, they sfaona'd the.crael scoito . «' / 
Which virtae, smk to poverty, iroald meet. 
From giddy passion and lov^ntiuded prides 
Almost on nature's^ common bovaty fed-; t 
Like the gay birds- thai song thena to n^ose, * 
Content, and eareless of to-vlorrow's fsni. 
Her ffwrn was fresher than Ihe InMniiig rose, 
When the dew wets its leaves;* unftainM- and piue^ 
As is the lily, or the mountaiu saow* 
The modest virtues nungieMl in lier ey49S, 
Still on the groand dcfjeeted, darting, ail 
Their hamid beams into the blooming flowers : 
Or when the monmfol tale her mother told, 
Of what her faithless fortune proads'd once, 
ThrillM in her thought, they, like the doWy star • 
Of efemjo^y shone in tears^ A native grace 
Sat fair-proportion'd on her polisVd limbs, 
VeiVd in a simple robe, thebbest attire, ' 

Beyond the pomp of dress; for loveliness- 
Needs not the foreign aid of orUaasent, 
Bat is, when unadorned, adom'd the most. 
Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty's self, 
Recluse amid the close-embowering woods. 
A 9 in the hollow breast of Apeaaine, 
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BfsMflili tihe flIieUer of encircling hill^, 
A myrlle ritfes, far from honinn eye, 
And breaHiIss its balmy fragiWRce o'er Ihe wild; 
So iloariih'd, blooming, and nnfleen by all, 
The flveet Lavinia; till, aft kngth, compelled 
By strong necessity's supreme command. 
With smiling patienco in her looks, she went • 
To glean PalenMm's fields. The pride of swains 
Palemon was, the generous, and the rich; 
Who led the rml life in all its joy 
And elegance, snch 4is Arcadian song 
Transmits from ancient hncormpted times; 
When tyrant custom had not shackled man, 
Bnt free to fdUow nature was the mode. 
He then, his fancy witih autumnal scenes 
Amusing, chano'd beside his reaper train 
To walk, when poor LaTiaia drew his eye; 
Unconscious of her power, and turning quick 
With unaflfected blushes from his gaze: 
He saw her charming, but he saw not half 
The charms her downca^ modesty conceal'd. 
That Tory moment lore and chaste desire 
Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown; 
For still the world preyail'd, and its dread laogb, 
Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn. 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field: 
And thus in secret- to his soul he idgh'd: 

*^What pity! that so delicate a form. 
By beauty kindled, where cnliYcning sense 
And more thMi Tulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some indecent clown! She looks, raethinks. 
Of old Acasto's line; and to my mind 
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Recalli that pAtron of my happy life. 
From whom my liberal fortune took its rite; 
Now to the dust gone down; his houses, lands. 
And once fair spreading femMy, dissoly'd. 
Tis said, that in some lone, obscure retrent, 
UrgM by remembrance sad, and decent pride, 
Far from those scenes which Icnew their better days, 
His aged widow and his daughter live. 
Whom yet my fruitless search could nerer find. 
Romantic widi! would this the daughter were!'* 

When, strict inquiring, from herself he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friend. 
Of bountifiil Acasto; who can speak 
The mingled passions that surprised his heart, 
And through his nerves in shivering transport ran f 
Then blam'd his smothered flame, i|vow*d and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
liove, gratitude, and pity, wept at once. 
C^nfris'd, and frightened at his sudden tears. 
Her rising beauties flush'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, passionate and just. 
Poured out the pious rapture of his soul : 

**And art thou then Aeasto's dear remains? 
She whom my restless gratitude has sought 
So long in vainf O heavens! the very same. 
The sofken'd image of my noble friend; 
Alive his ev«ry look, his every feature. 
More elegantly touched. Sweeter than Spring! 
Thou sole surviving blossom from the root 
That nourished up my fortune! say, ah where. 
In what sequestered desert, hast thou drawn 
The kindest aspect of delighted heaven? 
Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair; 



Ue ' AUTUim. 

Though poTerty*9 cold windy aad cmBhiag rain, 

Beat koMi and hea^y on tbjr tender years f 

O let me now, into a richer toil. 

Transplant thee safe ! where vernal suns and showers 

Diffuse their warmest, largest influence: 

And of my garden be the pride and joy! 

Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befits 

Acasto's daughter, his, whose open stores. 

Though vast, were little to his ampler heart. 

The father of a country, thus to pick 

The very refuse of those harvest fieldii. 

Which firom his bounteous friendship I enjoy. 

Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand. 

But ill applied to such a rugged task ! 

The fields, the master, all, ray fair, are thine; 

If to the various blessings which thy house 

Has on me lavished, thou wilt add that bliss. 

That dearest bliss, the power of blessing thee!" 

Here ceasM the youth : yet still his speaking eye 
Expressed the sacred triumph of his soul, 
With conscious virtue, gratitude, and love. 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais^ 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blush'd consent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierced with anxious thought, she pmM away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate$ 
AmazM, and scarce believing what she heard, 
Joy seisM her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours: 
Xot less enrapturM than the happy pair; 
Who flourished long in tender bliss, and rear'd 
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A mimeroiu offtpffaig, li»T«]y like liienMebrefl, 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 

Defeating oft the labonrs of the year. 
The floltiy south collects a potent blast. 
At first the groves are scarcely seen to stir 
Their trembling tops;. and a still mumiur runs 
Along Jthe soft inclining fields of cmm. 
But as th* awial tempest fuller swells. 
And in one mighty stream, invisible. 
Immense, the whole excited atmosphere. 
Impetuous rushes o'er the sounding world; 
StrainM to the root, the stooping forest pours 
A rustling shower of yet untimely leaves. 
High beat, the circling mountains eddy in. 
From the bare wild, the dissipated storm. 
And send it in a torrent down the vale. 
ExposM, and naked, to its utmost rage, 
Through all the sea of harvest rolling round. 
The billowy plain floats wide; nor can evade. 
Though pliant to the blast, its seiting force; 
Or whirFd in air, or into vacant chaff 
Shook waste. Adfl sometimes too a burst of rain, 

« 

Swept from the black horison, broad, descends 
In one continuous flood. Still overhead 
The mingling tempest weaves its g^oom, and still 
The deluge deepens; till the fields around 
Lie sunk, and flatted, in the sordid wave. 
Sudden, the ditches swell, the meadows swim. 
Red, fipom the hills, innumerable streams 
Tumultuous roar, and high above its banks 
The river lift; before whose rushing tide, 
Herds, flocks, and harvests, cottages, and swains. 
Roll mingled down; all tliat the winds had spar'd 
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In one wilil moment mln'fl; the big hopes. 
And well-earned treasares of the painftil year. 
Fled to some eminence, the hnsbandman 
Helpless beholds the miserable wreck 
DriTing along; his drowning ox at once 
Descending, with his labonrs scattered ronnd. 
He sees; and instant o'er his shiTering thonght 
Comes winter nnprovided, and a train 
Of claimant children dear. Ye masters, then, 
Be mindfol of the rough laborious hand. 
That sinks you soft in elegance and ease; 
Be mindftil of those limbs in msset dad. 
Whose toil to yours is warmth, and graceful pride; 
And, oh! be mindful of that sparing board. 
Which covers yours with luxury profuse. 
Makes your glass sparkle, and your sense rejoice! 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains, 
And all inyoWing winds hare swept away. 

Here the rude ciamoair of tihe sportsman's joy. 
The gun fiisMhundering, and the winded horn. 
Would tempt the Muse to sing the rural game: 
How in his mid career, the spaniel struck. 
Stiff, by the tainted gale, with open nose. 
Out stretch'd, and finely sensible, draws fall, 
Fearful, and cautions, on the latent prey; 
As in the sun the circling covey bask 
Their varied plumes, and watchful every way. 
Through the roug^ stubble turn the secret eye. 
Caught in the meshy snare, in vain they beat 
Their idle wings, entangled more and mote: 
Nor on the surges of the boundless air. 
Though borne triumphant, are they safe; the gun, 
Glanc'd just, and sudden, from the fowler's eyie. 
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0*ertakes their sounding pinions; and again. 
Immediate, brings them from the towering wing. 
Dead to the ground ; or drives them wide-dispersM, 
Wounded, and wheeling various, down the wini|^ 

These are not subjects for the peaceful Muse, * 
Nor will she stain with such her spotless song; 
Then most delighted, when she social sees 
The whole mix'd animal creation round 
Alive, and happy. Tis not joy to her. 
This falsely cheerful barbarous game of death. 
This rage of pleasure, which the restless youth 
Awalces, impatient, with . the gleaming mom ; 
VHien beasts of prey retire, that all night long, 
Urg*d by necessity, had rangM the dark. 
As if their Conscious ravage shunn'd the light, 
Asham'd. Not so the steady tyrant man, 
l¥ho with the thoughtless insolence of power 
InfiamM, beyond the most infariate wrath 
Of the worst monster that e^er roam'd the waste. 
For sport alone pursues the cruel chase, 
Amid the beamings of the gentle days. 
Upbraid, ye ravening tribes, our wanton rage. 
For hunger kindles you, and lawless want; > 

But lavish fed, in nature's bounty roUM, 
To joy at anguish, and delight in blood. 
Is what your horrid bosoms never knew. 

Poor is the triumph o'er the timid harei 
Sear'd from the com, and now to some lone seat 
Retired : the rushy fen ; the nagged furze. 
Stretched o'er the stony heath; the stubble ohapt; 
The thistly lawn; the thick^entangled broom; 
Of the same friendly hue, the withered fern; 
The fkUow ground laid open to the sun. 
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Concoctire; and the nodding gandy bank, 
Hang o^er the mases of the mountain brook. 
Vain 18 her best precaution; though »he sits 

rcealM, with folded ears; unsleeping eyes 
nature raised to take the horizon in; 
And head couched close betwixt her hairy feet, 
In act to spring away. The scented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth; and deep, 
In scattered sullen openings, for behind. 
With every breeze she hears the coming stonn; 
But nearer, and more fre^ent, as it loads 
The sighing gale, she aprings amazed, and »ll 
The savage soul of game is up at onee : 
The pack full-opening, various; the shvill horn 
Resounding from the hills; the neighing steed. 
Wild for the chase: and the loud hunter's vhovt; 
O'er a weak,* harmless, flying creature^ all 
MLx'd in mad tumult, and discordant joy. 

The stag, too, eingled from the herd, where long 
He rangM the branching monarch of the ehades, 
Before the tempest drives. At firat, in speed 
He, sprightly, puts his faiUi; and, reused by fear, 
Gives all his swift aerial soul to iUght;. 
Against the breeze he darts, that way the more 
To leave the lessening murderous cry btihinds 
Deception short! though fleeter than the* winds 
Blown o'er the keen-oir'd mountain by the north, 
He bursts the thidcets, glances througfh the glades, 
And plunges deep into the wildest wood; 
If slow, yet sure, adhesive to the track 
Hot-steaming, up behind him come again 
Th' inhuman rout, and from the shady depth 
Expel him, circlhig throngh his every skill. 
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He sweeps the forest oft; and sobbing sees 
The glades, mild opening lo the golden day; 
Where, in kind« contest, with his butting friends 
He wont to struggle, or his lores enjoy. 
Oft in the fall-descending flood he tries 
To lose the scent and FaTO his burning sides: 
Oft seelcs the herd ; the watchful herd, alarmed, 
With scdfish care avoid a brother's woe. 
What shall he do? His once so Tivid nerves, 
So fall of buoyant spirit, now no more 
Inspire the course; but fiiinting breathless Coil, 
Sick, seizes on his heart: he stands at bay; 
And puts his last weak refuge in despair. 
The big round tears run down his dappled face; 
He groans in anguish; while the growling pack. 
Blood-happy, hang at his fair Jutting chest. 
And mark his beauteous checkered sides with gore. 

Of this enough. But if the sylvan youth. 
Whose fervent blood boils into violence, 
Must have the chase; behold, despisii^ flight. 
The rousM-up lion, resolute and slow. 
Advancing fbll on the protended spear. 
And coward band, that circling wheel aloof. 
Slunk from the cavern, and the troubled wood. 
See the grim wolf; on him his shaggy foe 
Vindictive fix, and let the ruffian die: 
Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar • 
Grins fell destruction, to the monster's heart 
Let the dart lighten f^m the nervous arm. 

Iliese Britain knows not; give, ye Britons, then, 
Yonr sportive f^ry, pitiless, to pour <- 

Loose on the nightly robber of the fold: * 

Him, firom his eroggy winding haunts ilneiirtVd, 
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Let all the thnnto of the chase parsue. 
Throw the broad ditch*^ behind yon; o^er the hedge 
High honied, resistlest; nor the deep mOrass 
Refuse, bnt through the shaking wildemesg 
Pick your nice way; into the perilous flood 
Bear fearless, of the raging instinct fall; 
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 
Your triumph sounds sonorous miming round. 
From rock to rock, in circling echoes tosa'd; 
Then scale the mountains to their woody tops;. 
Rush down the dangerous steep; and o^er the laws, 
In fancy swallowing up the space botweea. 
Pour all your spe^d into ^e rapid game. 
For happy he who tops the wheeling chase; 
Has every maze enTolv'd, and eyery guile 
Disclosed; who knows the merits of the pack; 
Who saw the villain seix'd, nnd dying hard» 
Without complaint, though by an hundred moutlu 
Relentless torn: O glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers! when the retreating horn 
Calls them to ghostly halls of grey renown, 
With woodland honours grac'd; the fox^s Air, 
Depending decent from the roof; and spread 
Round the drear walls, with antic figures fierce, 
The stages large front; he then is loudest heard, 
When the night staggers with severer toils. 
With feasts Thessalian Clentaurs never knew. 
And their repeated wonders shake the dome. 
But first the fuelM chimney biases wide; 
The tankards foam; and the strong table groans 
Beneath the smoking surloin stretched imifiense 
From side to side; in which, with desperate knife, 
They ileep incision make, and talk the while 
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Of Eagland's glory, ne*er to bo dofac'd, 

While hence they borrow rigour: or amaiii 

Into the pMty pliing*d, at intervalf, 

If stomach Iceen can intervals allow. 

Relating all tlie glories of the chase. 

Then sated hunger bids his brother thirst 

Produce the mighty bowl; the mighty bowl. 

Swelled high with fiery juice, steams liberal round 

A potent gale, delicious as the breath 

Of Maia to the love-sick shepherdess, 

On violets diffns'd, while soft she hears 

Her panting shepherd stealing to her anui. 

Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 

Mature and perfect, from his darlc retreat 

Of thirty years; and now his honent front 

Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 

E*en with the vineyard's best produce to vie. 

To cheat the thirsty moments, whist a while 

Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of smoke, 

Wreath'd, fragrant, from the pipet or the quick dteo. 

In thunder leaping frpm the box, awake 

The sounding gammon: while romp-loving miss 

Is hauled about, in gallantry robust. 

At last these puling idlenesses laid 
Aeide, frequent and fbll, the dry divan 
Close in firm circle; and set, ardent, in 
For serious drinlung. Nor evasion sly. 
Nor sober shift, is to the puking wretch 
ludulg'd apart; but earnest, brimming bowls 
Lave every soul, the table floating ronnd. 
And pavement, faithless to the fuddled foot. 
Thus as they swim in mutual swill, the talk. 
Vociferous at once from twenty tongues, 

8 
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Reels fast from theme to theme; from horses, hounds, 

To chureh or mistress, politics or ghost, 

In endless mazes, intricate, perf lex^d. 

Meantime, vith sudden interruption, loud, 

Th^ impatient catch hursts from the joyous heart; 

That moment touched is every kindred soul; 

And, opening in a full mouthM cry of joy. 

The laugh, the slap, the jocund curse go round ; 

While, from their slumhers shook, the kcnnerd 

Mix in the music of the day again. 

As when the tempeiit, that has vexM the deep'hounds 

The dark night long, with fainter murmurs falls ; 

So gradual sinks their mirth. Their feeble tongnef , 

Unable to take up the cumbrous word. 

Lie quite dissolve. Before their maudlin eyes. 

Seen dim and blue, the double tapirs dance, 

Like the sun wading through .the misfy sky. 

Then sliding soft, they drop. Confiis'd above. 

Glasses and bottles, pipes and gazetteers. 

As if the table e^en itself was drunk. 

Like a wet broken scene; and wide, below. 

Is heap'd the social slaughter: where astride 

The lubber power in filthy triumph sits. 

Slumbrous, inclining still from side to side, 

And steeps them drenchM in potent sleep till mon. 

Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch. 

Awful and deep, a black abyss of drink. 

Outlives them all; and from his buried flock 

Retiring, full of rumination sad. 

Relents the weakness of these latter times. 

But if the rougher sex by this fierce sport 
Is hurried wild, let not such horrid joy 
E'er stain the bosom of the British fair. 



'wr^gt^gmmmmmumt^mmm^m^f^w^mmmm^Bamtm 



AUTUMN. 115 

Far be the spiril of the chase from tliem ! 

Uncomely courage, nnbeteeniipg skUi ; , 

To spring the fence, ta rein the prancing steed; 

The cap, the whip, the masculine attire ; 

In which they ruuglMBn to the sense, and all 

The winning softness of their sex is lost. 

In them 'tis graceful to dlssolFO at woe ; 

With every motion, ereiy word, to wave 

Quick o'er the kindling cheek the ready blush ; 

And from the smallest violence to shrink 

Unequal, then the loveliest in their fears ; 

And by this silent adulation, soft. 

To their protection more epgaging man. 

O may their eyes no miserable sight. 

Save weeping lovers, see ! a nobler game. 

Through love's enchanting wiles pursu'd, yet fled, 

In chase ambiguous. May their tender limbs 

Float in the loose simplicity of dress I 

And, fashion'd all to harmony, alone 

Know they to seise the captivated soul. 

In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips ; . 

To teach the lute to langninh; with smooth step, 

Disclosing motion in its every charm. 

To swim along, and swell the masy dance ; 

To train the foliage o'er the snowy lawn ; 

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page ; 

To lend new flavour to the fniitful year, 

And heighten Nature's dainties : in their race 

To rear their graces into second life; 

To give society its highest taste ; 

Well^rder'd homo man's best delight to make; 

And by submissive wisdom, modest skill. 

With every gentle care-eluding art^ 
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To raise the yirttti^, Unimate the bliss, 
And sweeten all the toils of human life : 
This be the fekttale dignity and praise. 

Ye swains, now hasten to the hasel-bank : 
Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding brook 
Falls hoarse from steep to steep. In close array. 
Fit for the thickets and the tangling shrub, 
Ye virgins, come. For yon their latest song 
The woodlands raise ; the clastering nuts' for you 
The lover finds amid the secret shade ; 
And^ where they burnish on the topmost bough, 
With, active vigour crushes down the, tree ; 
Or shakes them ripe from the resigning husk, 
A glossy shower, and of an ardent brown, 
As are the ringlets of Melinda^s hair; 
Melinda ! formed with every grace complete. 
Yet these neglecting, above beauty wise. 
And far transcending such a vulgar praise. 

Hence from the busy joy-resounding fields, 
In cheerful error, let us tread the maze 
Of Autumn, nnconfiuM ; and taste, reviv'd. 
The breath of orchard big with bending fruit. 
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray, 
From the deep-loaded bough a mellow shower 
Incessant melts awfiy. The jnicy pear 
Lies, in a soft profusion, scattered round. 
A various sweetness swells the gentle race ; 
By Nature's all-refining hand preparM ; 
Of temper^ suu, and water, earth, and air. 
In ever changing composition mixM. 
Such, falling frequent through the chiller night. 
The fragrant stores, the wide-projected heapv 
Of apples, which the lusty-hanrfed year, 
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Innnmerous, o^er the blnsliiiig orchard shaief . 
A TariouB fepirit, fresh, delicious, keen, 
Dwells in their gelid pores ; and, active, poinds 
The piercing cyder for the thirsty tongue ; 
Thy native theme, and boon inspirer too. 
Philips, Pomona^ bard* the second thou 
Who nobly durst, in rhyme>unfetterM verse. 
With British freedom sing the British song: 
How, from Silurian vats, high-sparkling wines 
Foam in transparent floods ; some strong, to cheer 
The wintry revels of the labouring hind; 
And tasteful some, to cool the summer hours. 

In this glad season, while his sweetest beams 
The sun sheds equal o'er the meeken*d day ; 
Oh lose me in the green delightful walks 
Of, Dodington, thy seat, serene, and plain ; 
Where .simple nature reigns ; and every view, 
Difibsive, spreads the pure Dorsetian downs. 
In boundless prospect; yonder shagged with wood. 
Here rich with harvest, and there white with flocks. 
Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome. 
Far splendid, seiies on the ravish^ eye. 
New beauties rise with each revolving day ; 
New columns sweU ; and stiU the fresh Spring finds 
New plants to quicken, and new groves to green, 
Full of thy genius all ! the Muses* seat : 
Where in the secret bower, and winding walk. 
For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay. 
Here wandering oft, fir'd with the restless thirst 
Of thy applause, I solitary court 
Th* inspiring breese ; and meditate the book 
Of Nature ever open ; aiming thence. 
Warm from the heart, to learn the moral song. 
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Here, fts I steal along tiie ranuy wall, 
Where Aatnmn baski, with finiit empurpled deep, 
My pleaiiag theine eontiiHial prampts my thoaght : 
Presents the downj peach $ the shining plum ; 
The ruddy, fragrant nectarine ; and dark. 
Beneath his ample leaf, the luscious ^g. 
The Tine too here hor cuffing tendrils shoots ; 
Hangs out her cluisters, glowing to the south ; 
And scarcely wishes for a warmer sky. 
• Turn we a moment fkncy^s rapid flight 
To Tigorous soils, and climes of fair extent ; 
Where, by the potent sun elated high. 
The vineyards swells refulgent on the day ; 
Spreads o*er the yale, or up the mountain climbs 
Profuse ; and drinks amid the sunny rocks. 
From cliff to cliff increasM, the heightened blaze. 
Low bend thO weighty boi^hs ; the clusters clear, 
Half through the foliage seen, or ardent flame. 
Or shine transparent, while perfection breathes 
White o*er the turgent film and liring dew. 
As thus they brighten with exalted Juice, 
Touched into flartour by the mingling ray; 
The rural yottl^ and virgins o'er the field, 
Each fbiid for each to cull th* autumnal prime. 
Exulting rove, and speak the vintage nigh. 
Then comes the crushing swain : the country floaUt 
And foams unbounded with the mashy flood ; 
That by degrees fermented, and refinM, 
Round the raised nations pours the cup of joy : 
Tlie claret smooth, red as the lip we press 
In sparkling fancy, while we drain die bowl; 
The mellow- tasted burgundy; and quick, 
As is the wit it gives, the gay champaign. 
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Now, by the cool dodining year condens'd^ 
Dotceod Ihecopioof ozhalatiou, chocked 
As up the middle sky niiieeB they ^tol^ 
And roll the' doubling fogs, around the hiU, 
No more the mowitain, horrid, ^fut, 8ubJiimo,» 
Who pours a sweep of rivers from his sides, • 
And high between contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long divbion, fills the view 
With great variety; but in a night 
Of gathering vapour, from the baffled sense 
Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far, , . 
The huge dusk, gradual swallows up ihoplasn: 
Vanish the woods; the dim-seen riiver seems . 
Sullen and slow, to roll the misty wave. 
VPen in the height of noon oppress-d, the sun - 
Sheds weak and blunt his wide-refracted ray ; 
Whence glaring oft, with many a broadened orb. 
He frights the nations. Indistinct on earth, 
Seen through the turbid air, beyond the life 
Objects appear; and, wilder'd, o*er the waete 
The shepherd stalks gigantic. Till at last 
Wreathed dun around, In deeper oircles still 
Saceessive closing, sits the general fog 
Unbounded oW the world; and, mingling thick, 
A formless grey confrunoo oovers all. 
Aa when of old (so sung the Hebrew iiard) * 
Light, uncollected, through the chaos urg'd 
Its infant way ; nor order yet had drawn 
His lovely train from out the dubious gloom. 

These roving mists, that constant now begin 
To smoke along the hilly country, these, 
With weighty rains, and melted Alpine snows, 
The mountain cisterns fill, those ample stores 
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Of wat«r, scooped among tlie hollow rock^ ; 

Whence gush the Btveamsyth^ ceaseless fountains pla^-, 

And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw. 

Some sages sa^, that, where the numerous wave 

For ever lashes the resounding shore, 

DrilFd through the sandj stratum, every way. 

The waters with the sandy stratum rise ; 

Amid whose angles infinitely sttuin^d, 

They joyful leave their jaggy salts behind. 

And clear and sweeten, as they soak along. 

Nor stops the restless fluid, . mounting still, 

Though oft amidst th^ intgnoiis vale it springs; 

But to the mountain courted by the sand. 

That leads it darkling on in faithful maze. 

Far from the parent main, it boils again 

Fresh into day ; and all the glittering hill 

Is bright with spouting rills. But hence this vain 

Amueive dream ! why should the waters lodre 

To take so far a jonmey to the hills. 

When the sweet valleys offer to their toil 

Inviting quiet, and a nearer bed ? 

Or if, by blind ambition led astray, 

They must aspire; why should they sudden stop 

Among the broken mountain's rushy dells. 

And, ere they gain its highest peak, desert 

Th* attractive sand that charmM their course so long? 

Besides, the hard agglomerating salts, 

The spoil of ages, would impervious choke 

Their secret channels; or, by slow degrees. 

High as the hills protmde the swelling vales : 

Old Ocean too, snckM through the porous globe, 

Had long ere now forsook his horrid bed. 

And brought Deucalion's watery times again. 



Say then, where lurlr the vast eternal ^pringfl, 
That, like creating nature, tie conceard 
From mortal eye, ^yet with Iheir lavish sttiires- 
Refrerii the giohe, and all its joyous tribes ? 
O Ihon ptrvading genius,* given to man, ^ 

To trace the secrets of the Afuk abyss, 
O lay Ihe mountains' bare*! and wide display 
Their hidden structure Co th* astonished view ! 
Strip from the branehing Alps their piny load ; 
The huge encumbrance of horrific woods 
From. Asian Taurus, from Imaus stretchM 
Athwart the roving Tartar's suUen bounds ! 
Give opening Hemus to my searching eye, 
And high Olympus pouring many a- stream ! 
O from the sounding summits of the north. 
The Dofrine hills, through Scandinavia roUM 
To farthest Lapland and the froxen main ; 
From lofty Caucasus, far seen by those 
Who In the Caspian and black Enxine toil ; 
From cold Rfphean rocks, which the wild Russ 
Believes the stony girdle of the world ; * 
And all the dreadful^ mountains, wrapped in storm, ' 
Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods ; 
O sweep th* eternal snows ! Hung o^er the deep, 
That ever works beneath his sounding base. 
Bid Atlas, propping heaven, as poets feign. 
His subterranean wonders spread! unveil 
The miay caverns, blazing on the day. 
Of Abyssinia's cloud-compelling cliffs, 



* The Moteovitet call the Riphean mountains Welifci 
Camesypoyt, that it, the great stony girdle} hecanse they 
sappoM then to encompass the whole earth. 
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And of the beading Moaatains of Ihe Moon ! * 

Overtopping all tkese giant sons of eaiih. 

Let the dire Andes, front the radiant line 

Stretched to the stormy ioas that 'thunder round 

The southern pole, their hideotfs deeps nnfold ! 

Amazing scene ! Behold ! the glooms disclose, 

I see the rivers in their infant beds! 

Deep, deep I hear them labouring to get free; 

I see the leaning strata, actfol HUigM; 

The gaping fissnres to receive the rains, 

The melting snows, and ever-dripping fogs. 

Strow^d bibulous above I see the sands. 

The pebbly gravel nest, tiie layers then 

Of mingled moulds, 4»f more retentive earths. 

The gutter*d roeks, and BiaBy-running clefts; 

That, while the steaUag moisture they transmit, 

Retard its motion, and Ibrbid its waste^ 

Beneath th' incessant weeping of those drains, 

I see the rocky siphons stretched immense. 

The mighty reservoirs, of hardened chalk, 

Or stiff compacted cli^, capacious formed. 

Overflowing Uience the congregated stores, 

The crystal treaswes of the lii|uid worldy 

Through the etirrM sands a bubbling passage burst; 

And welling out, around the middle steep, 

Or from the bottoms of the bosMn^d hills. 

In pure efliuion flow. United, thus, 

Th' exhaling sun, the vapour-burthen'd air. 

The gelid mountains, that to rain condensed 

These vapours in continual current draw. 

And send them, b^er the fair divided earth, 

* A raage of moonUiiiif in Africa, that lurronad alaoit 
all MoBomotapa. 
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In bounteous riven to the ileep agaiii. 

A Mcial commerce holi, and firm ■npport 

The full-ftdjasted hmrmoay of tfaiagi. 

When Antoran tcattert hi« depnrtiag gleami, 
WamM of approaching; Winter, gather'^, play 
The flwallow-people ; and toMiM wide around, 
0*er^he calm sky, in convolution swift 
The featfaer'd eddy floats : 'rejoicing once. 
Ere to their wintry shunibers they retire; 
In clusters dung, beneath the mouldering bank. 
And where, unpiere'd by frost, the cavern sweats, 
Or rather into warmer climes conveyed. 
With other kindred birds of season, there 
They twitter checrftil, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back : f6r, thronging, now 
Innumerons wings are In commeiion aU. 

Where the Rhine loses his majestio force 
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep. 
By diligence amaaing, and tira strong 
Unconquerable hand of liberty. 
The stork assembly meets; for many a day, 
Consulting deep, and various^ ere they lake 
Their arduous voyage through the lifuid sky. 
And now their route desfgnVI, their leaders chose, 
Their tribes adjusted, cleanM their vigorous wings ; 
And many a circle, many a short essay, 
WheeFd round and round, in congregation full 
The lignrM flight ascends ; and, riding high 
Th* aerial billows, mixes with the clouds. 

Or where the Northern ocean, in vast whirls, 
Boils round the naked melancholy isles 
Of farthest Iliule, and the Atlantic surge' 
Pours in among the stormy Hebrides; 
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Who can recount what transmigrations there 
Are annual made? what nations come and go? 
And how the living clouds on clouds arise? 
Infinite wings ! till all the plumenlark air. 
And rude resounding shore are one wild cry. 
Here the plain harmless native his small flock. 
And herd diminutive of many hues. 
Tends on the little* island's verdant swell. 
The shephmrd's sea-girt reign; or, to the rocks 
Dire dinging, gathers his ovarious fooA^ 
Or sweeps the fishy shore ; or treasures up 
The plumage, rising full, to form the bed 
Of luxury. And here a while the Muse, 
High hovering o'er the broad cerulean scene. 
Sees Caledonia in romantic viow : 
Her airy mountains, frqm the waving main. 
Invested wUh a keen diflbsive sky, 
Breathing the soul acute; her forests huge, 
Incult, robust, and tail,- by natureV hand 
Planted of old; her asure lakes between, 
Pour*d out extensive, and of watery wealth 
Full; winding deep, and green, her fertile vales; 
With many a cool translucent brimming flood 
Wash'd lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent stream, 
Whose pastoral banks first heard my Doric reed. 
With, sylvan Jed, thy tributary brook), 
To where the north-inflated tempest foams 
O'er Orca's or Betubinm's highest peak ; 
Nurse of a people, in misfortune's school 
Train'd up to hardy deeds; soon visited 
By learning, when before the. Gothic rage.. 
She took her western flight. A manly race^ 
Of nnsubmitting spirit, wise, and brave ; 
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Who §till through Ueeding ages jfruggled hard 

(As well onhappj Wallace can attest, 

Great patriot hero ! ill-reqaited chief!) 

To hold a generous ^andiminishM state ; 

Too much in vain ! Hence of nneqoal bounds 

Impatient, and hj tempting glory borne 

O'er every land, for eyery land their lifb* 

Has flowed profuse, their piercing genius plannM, 

And swelled the pomp of peace their faithful toil : 

As from their own clear north, In radiant streams. 

Bright over Europe bursts the boreal mom. 

Oh! is there not some patriot, in whose power 
That best, that god-like luxury is placed. 
Of blessing thousands, thousands yet unborn, 
Through late posterity ? some, large of soul. 
To cheer dejected industry? to give 
A double harrest to the pining swain f 
And teach the labouring hand the liweets of toil ? 
How, by the finest art, the native robe 
To weave; how, white as hyperborean snow. 
To form the lucid lawn; with venturous oar 
How to dash wide the billow; nor look on. 
Shamefully passive, while Batavian fleets 
Defraud us of the glittering finny swarms. 
That heave our faiths, and crowd upon our shores; 
How all-enlivening trade to rouse, and wing 
The prosperous sail, firom every growing port, 
UninjurM, round the sea-encircled globe; 
And thus, in soul united as in name. 
Bid Britain reign the mistress of the deep? 

Yes, there are such. And f^ll on thee, Argyle, 
Her hope, her stay, her darling, and her boast, 
From her first patriots and heroes sprung. 
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Thy fond imploting eountry tvms her eye ; 
In thee, with all a inother^s triumph, sees 
Her every virtue, every grace combined, 
Heir genius, wisdom, her engaging turn. 
Her pride of honour, and her courage tried. 
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 
Of sulphurous war, on Tenier^s dreadful field. 
Nor less the palm of peace inwreathes thy brow t 
For, powerful as thy sword, from thy rich tongue 
Persuasion flows, and wins the high debate; 
While mix'd in thee combine the charms of youth, 
The force of manhood, and the depth of age. 
Thee, Forbes, too, whom every worth attends. 
As truth sincere, as weeping friendship kind. 
Thee, truly generous, and in silence great. 
Thy country feels through l^er reviving arts. 
Planned by thy wisdom, by thy soul informed ; 
And seldom has she known a friend like thee. 

But see, the fading many-coloured woods. 
Shade deepening over shade, the country round 
Imbrown; a crowded umbrage, dusk, and dun. 
Of every hue, from wan declining green 
To sooty black. These now the lonesome Muse, 
Low-whispering, lead into their leaf-strown walks, 
And give the season in its latest view. 

Meantime, light shadowing all, a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether; whose least wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current : while illumiuM wide 
The dewy-skirted clouds imbibe the sun. 
And through their lucid veil his soften'd force 
Shed o'er the peaceful world. Then is the time, 
For those whom wisdom and whom nature charm, 
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To fltenl tlMmselTet f^roni the degenenUe erdwd, ' 
And soar above thff little scene of things; 
To tread low thonghted Tice beneath their feet; 
To sooth the throbbing passions into peace ; 
And woo lone quiet in her silent walks. 

Thus solitary, and in pensiTC guise, 
Oft let me wander o*er the msset mead. 
And tfarongfa the saddenM grove, where scarce is 

heard 
One dying strain, to cheer the woodman's toil. 
Haply some widowM songster poors his plaint, 
Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copse : 
While congregated thrashes, linnets, larlcs, 
And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swelled all the mnsic of the swarming shades, 
RobVd of their tnnefdl souls, now shivering sit 
On the dead tree, a dull respondent llocli; 
With not a brightness waving o'er their plumes, 
And nought save chattering discord in their note. 
O let not,. aimM from some inhuman eye, 
The gun, the music of the coming year. 
Destroy; and harmless, unsuspecting harm. 
Lay the weak tribes, a miserable prey. 
In mingled murder, fluttering on the ground! 

The pale descending year, yet pleasing still, 
A gentler ^mood inspires; for now the leaf 
Incessant rustles firom the mournful grove; 
Oft startling such as, studious, walk below. 
And slowly circles through the waving air. 
But should a quicker breese amid the boughs 
Sob, o'er the sky the leafy deluge streams; 
Till cbok'd, and matted with the dreary shower, 
The forest-walks, at every rising gale. 



128 



AUTUMN. 



Roll wide the vUher'd w«flte, and whUtle bleak. 
Fled is the blasted yerdore of the fields ; 
And, slunuik into their beds, the flowery race 
Their sunny robes resign. £'en what remainM 
Of stronger fruits falls from the naked tree ; 
And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all arannd 
The desolated prosfiect thrills the sonl. 

He comes! he comes! in eyery breese the puwer 
Of philosophic melancholy comes! 
His near approach the sudden-starting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air. 
The softened feature, and the beating heart, 
PiercM deep with many a Tirtnous pang, declare. 
G^er all the soul his scored influence breathes ! 
Inflames imagination; through the breast 
Infuses eyery tenderness; and for 
Beyond dim earth exalts the swelling thought. 
Ten thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 
As never mingled with the Tufgar dream, 
Crowd fest into the mind's creative eye. 
As fast the correspondent passions rise. 
As varied, and as high: devotion raised 
To rapture, and divine astonishment; 
The love of nature unconfinM, and, chief. 
Of human race; the large ambitious wish^ 
To make them blessed; the sigh for suffering wortk 
Lost in obscurity; the noble scorn 
Of tyrant-pride; the fearless great resolve; 
The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 
Inspiring glory through remotest time; 
Th' awakenM throb for virtue, and for" fame; ' 
The sympathies of love, and friendship dear : 
With all the social offspring of the heart. 
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Oh! bear me then to rati embowering iliiidee, 
Xo twilight groTea, and Tigionarj Tales; 
Xo weeping grottoet, and prophetic glooms; 
Where angel fotraf athwart the solemn dask, 
Tremendous sweep, or seem to sweep along; 
And voices more than hnman, through the Toid 
Deep sounding, seize th' enthusiastic ear! 

Or ifl this gloom too much ? Then lead, je powers. 
That o'er the garden and 'the rural seat 
Preside, which shining through the cheerflol land 
In countless numbers UessM Britannia sees; 
O lead me to the wide-extended walks. 
The Hiir nuqesjtic paradise of Stowe! * 
Not Persian Cyrus or Ionia's riiore 
ITer saw such sylvan scenes; such various art 
Bjr genius firM, such ardent genius tam'd 
By cool judicious art; that, in the strife, 
All'beaateous nature fears to be outdone. 
And there, O Pitt, thy country's early boost. 
There let q^e sit beneatti the shelter'd slopes, 
Or in that Temple f where, in future times, 
Thott well dialt merit a distinguished name; 
And, with thy converse bless'd, catch die last sntHes 
Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow woods. 
While there with thee tii' enchanted round I walk, 
The regulated wild, gay fancy then 
Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land; 
Will from thy standard taste refine her own. 
Correct her pencil to the purest truth 
Of nature, or, th' unimpassion'd shades 
Forsaking, raise it to the human mind. 

* Tho teat of the Lord Viscomit Cobham. 
f The Temple ef Virtue in Stowe Gardetis. 
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Or if liereHfter the) wUk jvtier hand, 
Shall dniw the tragic §ceii«« imtrvci h«r, thou. 
To mark the Tttrieil no^ementa of the heart 9 
What, erery decent character requires, • 
And every paMion speahia O throng^, her ctrain 
Bveathe ihy pathetic elofneacel that mniiide 
Th^ atteative tenate, charms, pereuades, eaudtf, 
Of haoeet seal th' indignant lightning tfarowa, 
And shakes conraption on her venal Uirone. 
While thus we talk, and threngh Elysian valee 
Delighted roTO, perhaps a sigh escapes: 
What pity, (Dohham, then thy verdant files 
Of orderM trees riiouldst here inglorious range. 
Instead of squadrons flamiag o^er the fields 
And long embattled hosts 1 when the proud foe. 
The faithless vain disturber of mankind. 
Insulting Gaul, has roused the world to* war ; 
When keen, once more, within their bounds to presi 
Those polished robbers, those amMtioos shnres. 
The British youth would hail thy wise comnsaud, 
Thy tempered ardour, and thy Toteran skill. 

The western sun mthdraws the shortened day; 
And humid evening, gliding o'er the sky, 
In her chill progress, to the ground condeasM 
l%e vapours throws. Where creeping waters oose, 
Where marshes, stagnate^ and where rivers wind. 
Cluster the rolling fogs, and swim along 
The dnsky-mnutled lawn. Meanwhile the nsooa 
Full-orb*d, and breaking through the scattered clovds 
Shews her broad visage in the crimson'd east; 
Tum'd to the sun. direct, her spotted disk, 
Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend. 
And caverns deep, as optic t^bc descries. 
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A smalls earfjh, gtvea lu lii» bliise. again, 
Void of his flaine, pnd «hedt a softer (ilayt i 

Now through the passing cloud 4^, seeoi^ (o, s^oop, 
\ow up the pure cerulsaii ri4^ sphMme. 
Wide the pale deluge floats, aud streaiping .i^ild, i 
O'er the sky'4 mountain to iihfi s)|adpvy vajle. <. . 
While rocka and floods reflect the (quivering g^^am. 
The whole air whitens with a houndless tide ., 
Of siWer radiance, tre^hling ro^nd tho world*. . , 
But when half-hlotted from the sl^y her liglM^. 
Fainting, permitf the sti^ny ^^ to burn 
With keener lustre through the depth of }^e9,vpf^; 
Or near extiuot her deadiBn'd orb appears, 
And scarce appears* of sickly beamless white; ., 
Oft in this season, /lilent irqm the north 
A blaze of meteors shoots: enswieeping first 
The lower skies, th^y all at once eonverge 
Hig^h to the crown of heaTen, and ^U at oi|ce 
Relapsing quick, as quickly re-ascend. 
And mix* and thwart, extinguish, and rei^ew, 
All ether coursing in a maae of light. 

From look to look, con^aglouf through the iQi^if 4* 
The panic runs, and into wondrous shapes . 
Th' appearance threwst armies iu meet array, 
Throng'd with aerial spears, and steeds^ of fire; 
Till the long lines of full-extended war 
In bleeding fight conunix'd, thn sanguine flood 
Bolb a broad slaughter o*er the plains of heayf^n. 
As thus they scan the Tipion»ry scc^e, . / 

On all sides swells the snperstitjous din, 
Inconlinenti-and busy i^renay talks 
Of blood an4 battle; cities ovortiimM, ' 

And late at night in swallowing earthquake sunk. 
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Or hideous wrapped in fierce ascending flame; 
Of sallow fomine, inundation, storm-; 
Of pestilence, and eyery great dbtress; 
Empires subversM, when ruling fate has struck 
.Th* unalterable hour: e'en nature^s self 
Is deemed to totter on the brink of time. 
Not so the man of philosophic eye, 
And inspect sage; the waging brightness he 
Curious surreys, inquisitive to know 
The causes, and materials, yet unfixM, 
Of this appearance beautiful and new. 

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fall, 
A shade immense! Sunk in the quenching gloom, 
Magnificent and vast, are heaven and earth. 
Order confounded lies; all beauty void; 
Distinction lost; and gay variety 
One universal blot: such the fair power 
Of light, to kindle and create the whole. 
Drear is the state of the benighted wretch, 
Who then, bewildered, wanders through the dark, 
Full of pale fancies, and chimeras huge; 
Nor visited by one directive ray. 
From cottage streaming, or from airy hall. 
Feriiaps impatient as he stumbles on, 
Stiuck from the root of slimy rushes, blue. 
The wild-fire scatters round, or gathered, trails 
A length of flame deceitful o*er the moss : 
Whither decoy'd by the fantastic blaze. 
Now lost and now renewM, he sinks absorbed. 
Rider and horse, amid the miry gulph: 
While still, from day to day, his pining wife. 
And plaintive children, his return await. 
In wild conjecture lost. At other times, 
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Sent by the better genius of the night, 
Innoxioof, gleaming on the horse^s m^iu, 
The meteor sits; and §hew8 the narrow path, 
That winding leads through pits of death, or else 
Instructs him how to take the dangerous ford. 

The lengthen^ night elapsM, the morning shines 
Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright, 
. Unfolding fair the last autumnal day. 
And now the mounting sun dispels the fog; 
The rigid hoar frost melts before his beam; 
And hung on every spray, on every blade 
Of grass, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round. 

Ahy see where robb'd, and murder'd, in that pit 
Lies the still-heaving hive! at evening snatched, 
Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night. 
And fiz'd o'er sulphur; while, not dreaming ill, 
The happy people, in their waxen cells, 
Sat, tending public cares,, and planning schemes 
Of temperance for Winter poor; rejoiced 
To mark, full flowing round, their copious store?. 
Sudden the dark oppressive steam ascends; 
And, used to milder scents, the tender race. 
By thousands, tumble from their honeyed domes. 
Convolved, and agonizing in the dust. 
And was it then fur this you roamM the Spring, 
Intent from flower to flower? for this you toiFd 
Ceaseless the burning Summer-heats away? 
For this in Autumn searched the blooming waste, 
Nor lost one sunny gleam? for this sad fate? 
O man! tyrannic lord! how long, how long, 
Sball prostrate nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awraiting renovation? When obliged, 
Must you destroy ? Of their ambrosial food 
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Can you not btordW; and, in just return, 

Afford them dielter from Ihe wintry winds; 

Or, 84 the lihar^ year pinches, with thi^ir own 

Ag^ain regale them ota ftome smiling dfty? 

See wh^re th^ stony ^ottbm of their town 

Looks desolate, and wild; with kere and there 

A helpless number, who the ruined state 

Survive, lamehting weak, cast out to death. 

Thus a p^oud city, populous and rich. 

Full of th6 works of peace, and high in joy. 

At theatre or feast, or BUi|k in sleep 

(As late, Palermo, was thy fatift), is seized 

By some dread earthquake^ and convulsiTe httrFd 

Sheer Irbm the Blkek foundation, stench-ittrolyM, 

Into a gttlph of blue sulphureutis flame. 

Hence every Harsher sight! for no14^ the day, 
0*er heaven bnd earth diffusM, grows warm ahd high, 
Infinite splendoui^f wide investing aU. 
How still the bi-eeze ! save what the lllmy threadi 
Of dew ^a^brate brushes from the plain. 
How clear the doudlei^s sky! how deeply fing^d 
With a peculiar ))lue! th' ethereal arch 
How BWelrd iihtnefnle! amid whose azure thron^il. 
The radiant sun how. gay! how calm below 
The gilded ea^th! the harvest^treasnres all 
Now gathered in, beyond tiie rage of storms, 
Sure to the swain; the circling fence shut ap; 
And instant Winter's utmost rage defied. 
While, loose to festive joy, the country round 
Laughs with the loud sincerity of mirth, 
Shook tb the wind their clu>es. The toil-strung yovth,< 
By the quick sense of music taught alone. 
Leaps wildly graceM in the lively dance. 
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Her every ditrai abitoad^ dw raiage ImmI^' .. 
Yomig, bttzom, warm, in natiro betfuty rieh,. * • 
Dartt Bot immeaiiiBg lookg; and, where hereyb 
Pointf an approring smile, with doable force 
The eadgel rattlM, and Ihe w iettf er twaini. ( 
Age too shines oat; and, garrtadovi, recenlits 
The feats of ybuth. Thus they rc#oiee$ ner thiiA 
That, with to-Morrew's sun, Uleir-aMMal toil 
Begins again the UBTer-ceasing round. 

Oh, knew he hot his happiness, of men ' 

The happiest he I who^ far from public rage^ 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir'd. 
Drinks the pare pleasures of the rural life. 
What though the dome ba wanting, whose ^Ond gate, 
Each morning, Tomits out the sneaking crowd • 
Of flatterers false, and in their turn ahus'df 
Vile intercourse ! What though the glittering robe, 
Of every hue reAeoted light can give. 
Or floating loose, or stiff with many gold, 
The pride and gase of fools, oppress him not? 
What though, firom ufanoat land and sea purveyed, 
For him each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his insatiate table heaps 
With luxury and death ? What though his >owl 
Flames not with costly juice; nor sunk in beds. 
Oft of gay care, he tosses out the night, 
Or melts the thoughtless hours in idle state f 
What though he knows not those fantastic joys, 
That still amuse the wanton, still deoeire; 
A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain; 
Their hollow moments undelighted all? 
Sure peace is his; a solid life, estrang'd 
To disappointment, and fidlacious hope t 
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Rich in cantent, In nntnre's bounty rich, 

In hevbs and fruits; whatever green« the Springy, 

When heaven descends in showers; or bends Uie 

bough 
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beaau ; 
Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 
Coooeai'd^ and fattens with the richest sap: 
These are not wanting; nor the milky drove. 
Luxuriant, spread o'er all the lowing vale; 
Nor bleating mountains, nor the chide of streams, 
And hum of bees, inviting sleep sincere 
Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade. 
Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay; 
Nor aught besides of prospect; grove, or song, 
Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes, and fountain clear. 
Here too dwells simple truth; plain innocence; 
Unsullied beauty; sound unbroken youth. 
Patient of labour, with a little pleased ; 
Health, ever blooming; unambitious toti; 
Calm contemplation, and poetic ease. 

Let others brave the flood in quest of gain. 
And beat for joyless months the gloomy wave. 
Let such as deem it glory to destroy. 
Rush into blood, the sack of cities seek; 
Unpierc'd, exulting in the widow's wail. 
The virgin's shriek, and infant's trembling cry. 
Let some, far distant from their native soil, 
Urg'd or by want, or harden'd avarice. 
Find other lands beneath another sun. 
Let this through citfes work his eager way. 
By legal outrage and establish'd guile. 
The social sense extinct; and that ferment 
Mad into tumult the seditious herd. 
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Or melt them down to ilaTety. Let these 
lOMiare • the wretcheil in the toils of law, ' 

Fomenting discord, and perplexing right, * 

An iron race! and those of fairer front, 
But equal inhnmanity, in courts, 
DelttsiYe pomp, and dark cabals, delight: 
Wreath deep bow, diffnse the lying smile. 
And tread the weary labyrinth of state. 
While he, from all the stormy passions free 
That restless men involve, hears, and but hears. 
At distance ^afe, the human tempest roar. 
Wrapped close in conscious peace. The fall juf kings. 
The rage of nations, and the crush of states. 
Move not the man, who, from the world escapM, 
In still retreats, and flowery solitudes. 
To Nature'e voice attends, from month to month, ^ 
And day to day, through tiie revolving year; 
Admiring, sees her in her every shape; 
Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart; 
Takes what she liberal gives, nor thinks of more. 
He, when young Spring protrudes the bursting gems, 
Marks the first bud, and sucks the healthful gale. 
Into his freshened ^oul; her genial hours 
He full enjoys ; and not a beauty blows. 
And not an opening blossom breathes, in v4in. 
In Summer he, beneath the living shade. 
Such has o^er frigid Tenspe wont to wave, 
Or Hemus cool, reads what the Muse, of these. 
Perhaps, has in immortal numbers sung; 
Or what she dictates writes; and oft, an eye 
Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. 
When Autumn^s yellow lustre gilds the world. 
And tempts the sickled swain into the field, 
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SeizM by the genenl jvy, hig hettrt ditteiidb 

With gentl« throes; and throiig;fa the tepid gleamt 

Deep musing, th<ni he bet^i exerts his song. 

£'en Winter wild, to him is ftill of bliss. 

The mighty tempest^ and the hoary waste, 

Abrupt, and deep, streti^M o^er the buried eartk. 

Awake to solemn thought. At night the skies, 

DiscIosM, and kindled, by refining frost, 

Pour erery lustre on th' exalted eye. 

A friend, a book, the stealing hours secure. 

And mark them down for wisdom. Wi|h ewift wing, 

O'er land and sea insagiMition roams; ' 

Or truth, divinely breaJcmg on his mind. 

Elates his being, and unfolds his powers; 

Or in his breast heroic Tirtue burns. 

The touch of kindred too and lore he feels; 

The modetft eye, whose beams on his alone 

Ecstatic shine; the little strong embrace 

Of prattling children, twin'd around his neck, 

And emulous to please him, calling forth 

The fond paternal soul. Nor purpose gay. 

Amusement, dance, or song, he steely scorns; 

For happiness and true* philosophy 

Are of the social, etill, and smiling kind. 

This is the life which tiiose who fret in guilty 

And guilty cities, never knew; the life 

Led by primcTal ages, uncorrupt. 

When angels dwelt, and Qod himself, with man! 

Oh, Nature! all-suflicient! over all! 
Enrich me with the knowledge of thy works. 
Snatch me to heaven; Ay rolling wonders there. 
World beyond world, in infinite extent. 
Profusely scattered o'er the blue immense, 
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Shew me; their motioni, periods, and their lawi, 

Give me to scan; through the disclosing deep 

Light my blind way; the mineral strata there; 

Thrust, blooming, thence, the vegetable world; 

O^er that the rising system, more .complex, 

Of animals; and higher still, the mind. 

The varied scene of quick-compounded thought, 

And where the mixing passions endless shift; 

These ever open to my ravishM eye; 

A search, the flight of time can ne^er exhaust! 

But if to that unequal; if the blood, 

In sluggish streams about my heart, forbid 

That best ambition; under closing shades, 

Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook, 

And whisper to my dreams. ¥*rom Thee begin. 

Dwell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my song; 

And let me never, never stray from Thee! 
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The tabject proposed. Address to fbe Earl of Wilntng^ton. 
First apprMicli of Wiaten According to the aatttral 
coarse of the season, various storms described. Rain. 
Wind. Snow. Tbe drlring of the snows : a nan perishing 
among -thm ; whence reflections on the wants and miseries 
of human life. The wolves descending from the Alps and 
Apennines. A winter-evening described ; as spent hy phi- 
losophers; by the country people; in the div. Frost. A 
view of Winter within the polar circle. A thaw. The 

' whole cenclnding with moral reflections on a fotore state. 



Sbb, Winter comet, to rale the Taried year, 
^ SaUeii> tokd lad, with all hU riling train; 
Vaponrg, and clouds, and stonns. Be thece my theme, 
These I that exalt the soul to solemn thoaght. 
And heayealy musing. Welcome, kindred glooms! 
Congenial horrors, hail! with frequent foot, 
PleasM have I, in my cheerfol mom of life. 
When nursM hy careless solitude I lirM, 
And sung of nature with unceasing joy, 
PleasM haTe I waader*d through youf rough domain ; 
Trod the pure yirgin snow, myself as pure; < 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent hurst; 
Or seen the deep fermenting tempest brewM, 
In the grim erening sky. Thus passM the tiitae. 
Till thrbugh' the lucid chambers of the south 
Laok'd out the joyous Spring, look'd out, and smiFd. 
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To thee, the patron of her first estaj. 
The Moie, O Wilmington! renews her song. 
Since has she rounded the roTolving jear: 
SkimmM the gay Spring; on eagle pinions borne. 
Attempted through the sommer-hlaze to rise; 
Then swept o*er antumn with the shadowy gale; 
And now among the wintry clouds again. 
Rolled in the doubling storm, she tries to soar; 
To swell her note with jail the rushing winds; 
To suit her sounding cadenee to the floods; 
As is her theme, her numbers wildly great: 
Thrice happy, could she fill thy judging ear 
With bold description, and with manly thought. 
Nor art thou dcilFd in awful schemes alone. 
And how to majie a mighty people thrive; 
But equal goodness, sound integrity, 
A firm, unshaken, uncorrupted soul. 
Amid a sliding age, and buraiiig strpng. 
Not Tainly blazing for thy eouutjiy's w^^ 
A. steady spirit, regularly frf^o; 
These, each exalting each* thae state^manV Ught 
Into the patriot; these t|uB public hope 
And eye to thee converting, hid the Muse. 
Record what envy dfires net flatitery call. 

Now when the cheerless empire of the fky 
To Capricorn the Centaur Arfiher yields, 
And fierce Aquarius stains th' invited year; 
Hung o'er the farthest verge of lieavep, the mm 
Scarce spreads tluioqgh ether the dejected .day. 
Faint are hn gleas|s, and ineffeqtfial sh^t 
His fitruggUvg rays, in hovisontal linef,.:) 
Through the thick airf as olptVd in qlo«4j ^^orm. 
Weak, wan, and broad, ha sfcirte tbesautbem. thy; 
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And, t»Mi. d0ie«B4iiig, to.tlM lang iark night, > 
Wide-shading rII, tho pN«ti«te world resigni. 
Nor it the night nnwiih^d; while ▼Ital heat, 
Light, life, and joy, the dnbiooe day fortalce.- 
Meantime, in eable cincture, shadows vast. 
Deep tinged and damp, and oongvegeted clmids, 
And all the vaponry turbnlence of heaven, 
InTolve the face of things^ Thua Winter falls, 
A heairy gloom oppressive o^er the world. 
Through nature shedding influence malign, 
And rouses up the seeds of dark disease. 
The soul of man dies in him, loathing lifie. 
And black with more than, melancholy views. 
The cattle droop; and. o'er the ftmow^d land. 
Fresh fram^the plough, the dun-disoolourM flocks, 
Untended spreading, crop the wholesome root. 
Along the woods, along the moorish fens. 
Sighs the sad genius of the coming storm; 
And up among the loose disjointed cliflb. 
And fractured mountains wild, the brawlhig brook, 
And cave, presageful, send a hollow moan, 
Resounding long in listening fancy's ear. 

Then comes the flither of the tempest forth, 
WrappM in black glooms. First joyless rains obscure 
Drive through the mangling skies with vapour foul ; 
Dash on the mountain's brow, and shake the woods. 
That grambling wmve below. Th' unsightly plain 
Lie* a brown deluge; as the low^bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet unexhausted still 
Combine, and deepening into night, shut up 
The day's fair face. The wandevem of heaven. 
Each to his home, retire; save those that love 
To take their pastime in the trouhled air. 
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Or tliimiiiuig flutter round the Ainply pool. 
The cattle ffom th' sntasted fields retmn. 
And ask, with meaning low, their wonted stolis, 
Or mminate in the oontignoiu thade. 
Thither the honsehold feathery people crowd, 
The cretted cock, with all his female train. 
Pensive, and dripping; while the cottage-hind 
Hangs o'er th' enlivening blaze, and taleful there 
Recounts his simple frolic: much he talks. 
And much he laughs, nw recks the storm that blowi 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 

Wide o'er the brim, with many a torrent swellM, 
And the mix'd ruin of its banks overspread. 
At last the rousM-up river pours along: 
Besistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes. 
From the rude mountain, and the mossy wild. 
Tumbling through rocks abrupt, and sounding far; 
Then o'er the sanded valley floating spreads. 
Calm, sluggish, silent; till again, constrained 
Between two meeting hills, it burst? away, 
IVhere rocks and woods o'erhang the turbid stream; 
There gathering triple force, rapid aud deep. 
It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders 
through. 

Nature! great parent! whose unceasing hand 
Rolls round the seasons of the changeful year. 
How mighty, how majestic, are thy works! 
With what a pleasing dread they swdil the sovl, 
That sees astonish'd! and astonish'd sings! 
Ye too, ye winds ! that' now begin to blow 
With boisterous sweep, I raise my voice to yoa. 
Where are your stores, ye powerful beings! say. 
Where your aerial magaiines reserved. 
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To swell the brooding tenota of the storm? 

In what far distant region of the sky, 

HttshM in deep silence, sleep ye when 'tis calm? 

When from the pallid sky the sun descende, 
With many a spot, that o'er his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, stain'd; red fiery streaks 
Begin to flush aronnd. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poise, as doubting yet 
Which master to obey; while rising slow, 
Blank, in the leaden-coloured east, the moon 
Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 
Seen through the turbid fluctuating air, 
The stars obtuse emit a shirered ray; 
Or fireqiient seem to shoot athwart the gloom. 
And long behind them trail the whitening blaze. 
Snatch'd in short eddies, plays the wither'd leaf;* 
iind on the flood the dancing feather floats. 
With broadened nostrils to the sky up-tumM, 
The conscions heifer snuffs the stormy gale. 
E'en as the matron, at her tiightly task. 
With pensive labour draws the flaxen thread, 
The wasted taper and the crackling flame 
Foretel the blast. But chief the plumy race, 
The tenants of the sky, its changes speak. 
Retiring from the downs, where all day long 
They pick'd their scanty fare, a blackening train 
Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight, 
And seek the closing shelter of the grove; 
Assiduous, in his bower, the wailing owl 
Vlies his sad song. The cormorant on high 
Wheels from the deep, and screams along the land. 
Loud shrieks the soaring hem; and with wild wing 
The circling sea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 

10 
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Ocean, aoeqiial pvesi'd, wilh brokeq tiiie 
And blind comniotian heaves; while from Ihe shore, 
fiat into caverns bjr the restless ware. 
And forest-nistling mountains, comes a voice. 
That solemn sonnding bids the world prepare. 
Then issues forth the storm with sudden burst. 
And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Down in a torrent. On the passive main 
Descends th* ethereal force, and with strong gaol 
Turns from its l^oltom tho discoloured deep. 
Through the black night that sits immense around, 
LashM into foam, the fierce conflicting brine 
Seems o'er a thousand raging waves to bum: 
Meantime the mountain-billows, to the clouds 
In dreadful tumult swelFd, surge above surge. 
Burst Into chaos with tremendous roar. 
And anchor^ navies from their stations drive. 
Wild as the winds, across the howling waste 
Of mighty waters: now th' inflated wave 
^training they scale, and now impetuous shoot 
Into the secret chambers of the deep, 
The wintry Baltic thundering o'er thf^ir ,head. 
Emerging thence again, before the breath 
Of full-exerted heaven they wing their course. 
And dart on distant coasts; if some sharp rock. 
Or shoal insidious, break not (heir career, 
And in loose fragments fling them floating round. 
Nor less at hand the loosenM teinpost reigns: 
The mountain thunders; and its sturdy sons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocks th^y shade. 
Lone on the midnight steep, and all figltast^ 
The dark way-faring stranger breathless toils. 
And, often falling, climbs against the blast. 
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Low wa^vea the rootled forest, veVd, and •]t«d8 
What of it9 tamUlied honourti yet reqiain; 
Da«h'd dowi|,, and scattered by tke tearing wind'f 
Aflsiduous fury, its gigantic liyibs. 
Thiu struggling through tke d^'^npated grove. 
The vhirljuDg tempest rares along the plain; 
Aud on the cottage thatched, or lordly roQf, 
Keen-fastening, shaf^es them to the solid hf^e. 
Sleep frighted flies ^ and round the rocking dom#) 
For entrance eager,^ hovfs t^e signage blast. 
Then too, they sf|y, throi^h all the biirthen'd air, 
Long groaqs are heard, fhrill sounds, and distant 

•igl»»» 
That utterM by the demofi of the night. 
Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 

Huge upro^ lords it wide. T1|b clouAs commix'd 
With stars swift gliding sV^^^^P along the sky. 
All Nature reels. Till Nature's King, who oft 
Amid tempestuous darkness, dwells alone, 
And on the wings of tho careering wind 
Walks dreadfully serene^ commands a calm: 
Then straight air, lea* and ea^h? are. hushed at once. 

As yet 'tis midnight de^. The weary clouds. 
Slow meeting, mi^gl^ Into solid gloom. 
Now, while the drowsy w^rld lies lost in sleep. 
Let me associate with the. serio^a night, 
Aa4 contemplation, her sedate compeer; 
Let mo shake off th' intntfive cares of day. 
And lay the medf^i^g senses all aside. 

Where ^ow, ye lying vfAitieil of life! 
Ye eTer-tempti9g,. OTer-cheatiMg tvain! 
Where ave you mow? and what is y<i^ amount f 
Vexation, disappointment, and remorse. 
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Sad, sickening thonght! And yet, deluded man, 
A scene of crude disjointed visions past, 
And broken slumbers, rises still resolVd, 
With new-flushM hopes, to run the giddj roond. 

Father of light and life! thou Good Supreme! 
O teach me what is good! teach me thyself! 
SaTe me from folly, vanity, and vice. 
From every low pursuit! and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pore; 
Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss! 

The keener tempests rise : and fuming dun 
From all the livid east, or piercing north. 
Thick clouds ascend: in whose capacious womb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to snow cougeaFd. 
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along; 
And the sky saddens with the gatherM storm. 
Through the hush'd air the whitening shower de- 
scends. 
At first thin-wavering; till at last the flakes 
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the dsj, 
With a continual flow. The cherished fields 
Put on their winter robe of purest white. 
'TIS brightness all; save where the new snow melU 
Along the mazy current. Low the woods 
Bow their hoar head; and, ere the languid sun 
Faint from the west emits his evening raj. 
Earth's universal face, deep hid, and chill. 
Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide 
The works of man. Drooping, the labourer ox 
Stands coverM o'er with snow, and then demands 
The frdt of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 
TamM by the cruel season, crowd around 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
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Wliich ProTidence aasignf them. One alone, 
The red-hreaat, sacred to the homehold godi, 
Wiselj regardful of th* embroiling sky. 
In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trosted man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 
Against the window heats; then, brisk, alights 
On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o'er the floor. 
Eyes all the smiling family askance. 
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is: 
Till, more familiar grown, the table-Gmmhs 
Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare. 
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset 
By death in various fomu , dark snares, and dogs, 
And more unpitying men, the garden seeks, 
Urg*d on by fearless want. The bleating kind 
Eye the bleak heaven, and next the glistening earth, 
With looks of dumb despair; then, sad dispersed. 
Dig for the withered herb through heaps of snow. 

Now, shepherds, to your helpless charge be kind, 
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 
With food at will; lodge them below the storm. 
And watch them strict; for from the bellowing east. 
In this 'dire season, oft the whirlwind*s wing 
Sweeps up the burden of whole wintry plains 
At one wide waft, and o'er the hapless flocks. 
Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hills. 
The billowy tempest whelms; till, upward urg'd. 
The valley to a shining mountain swells, 
TippM with a wreath higH-qurling in the sky. 

As thus the snows arise; and foul, and fierce, 
All Winter drives along the dafken'd air; 



In hi* «vn loose revolving fields, the swain 
Disastex^d stands: "sees othet hills ascend, 
Of unknown joyless brow; ahd other scenes, 
Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain : 
Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless wild: hut wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astraj; 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps. 
Stung with the thoughts of home; the thought 

of home 
Rush on his nerves, and call their vigour iforth 
In mimy a vain attempt. How sinks his soul! 
What black despair, what horror fills his heart! 
When for the dusky SJ^ot, whixsh fancy feign'd 
nils tufted cottage rising through the snow. 
He meets the roughness of the middle waste, 
Far from the. track, and hlessM abode of man; 
While round him niglit resistless closes fast. 
And every tempest, howling o*cr his head. 
Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 
Then throng the busy shapes into his mind. 
Of coverM pits, unfathomably deep, 
A diro descent! beyond the power of frost; 
tat faithless bogs ; of precipices huge. 
Smoothed up with snow ; and, what is land, unknown, 
What Water, of the still unflrozen spring. 
In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 
Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils. 
These check his fbarfbl steps; and down he sinki 
Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 
Thinkhig o'er all th« bitterness of death, 
Mix*d with the teJider anguish nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man. 
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HiB ▼ife^ his childi^n, and his jfriends uns^ert. 
In vain for him th^ offieious wifife pref^ares 
The fire fair-biasing, and the vestment warm; 
In vain his little children, peeping ont 
Into the mingling storm, demand their tire^ 
With tears of artless innoeence. Alas! 
Kor wife, nor children, more shall he behold; - 
Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly Winter seizes; shnts ttp sense; 
And, o^er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 
Lays him along the snows, a stiffened corse! 
Stretched oi^t and bleaching in tho northern blast. 

Ah! little think fh« gay licentious crowd, 
Whom pleasure, poWer, and affluence surround; 
They, who their thoughtless hours in giddy mirth*, 
And wanton, often cruel, riot Wdste? 
Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 
How many feel, tiiid very moment, death. 
And all the sad vAriety of pain. 
How many sink in- the devouring flood, 
Or more devouring flame. How many bleed, 
By shameful variance betwixt man and man. 
How many pine in want, and dungeon gkioms; 
Shut from the common air, and common use 
Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup 
Of baUflil grief, or eat the bitter bread 
Of misery. Sore pierc'd by wintry winds. 
How many shrink into the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty. How many shake 
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 
Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse; 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life 
They furnish matter for the tragic Muse. 
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E^en in the rale, where wisdom loviss to dwell. 
With friendship, peace, and contemplation joined, 
How many, rackM with honest passions, droop 
In deep retired distress. How many stand 
Around the death-bed of their dearest friends. 
And point the parting anguish. Thought fond maa 
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills. 
That one incessant struggle render life, 
One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate, 
Vice in his high career would stand appalled. 
And heedless rambling impulse learn to think ; 
The conscious heart of charity would warm. 
And her wide wish heneToIence dilate ; 
The social tear would rise, the social sigh; 
And into clear perfection, gradual bliss, 
Refining still, the social passions wotlr. 

And here can I forget the generous band, * 
Who, touchM with human woe, redressiTO searchM 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail? 
Unpitied, and unheard, where misery moans ; 
Where sickness pines; where thirst and hunger bun, 
And poor misfoi^tune feels the lash of rice. 
While in the land of liberty, the land 
Whose every street and public meeting glow 
With open freedom, little tyrants ragM ; 
SnatchM the lean morsel from the starving month; 
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatterld weed ; 
E'en robb'd them of the last of comforts, sleep ; 
The free-born Briton to the dungeon chainMI, 
Or, as the lust of cruelty prevail'd. 
At pleasure marked him with inglorious stripes; 

* Tks Jail Comnittse, im the year int. 
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And crnah'd out liven, by fiecret bvl»aro«ft trayi. 
That for their country would have toiPd, or bled. 
great design, if execnted well, 
With patient care, and wisdoni^teniper^d zeal! 
Ye sons, of mercy! yet resume the search; 
Drag forth the legal monsters into light, 
Wrench from their hand oppression's iron rod, 
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 
Much still untouched remains ; in this rank age, 
Much is the patriot's weeding hand required. 
The foils of law (what dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth. 
And lengthen simple justice into trade). 
How glorious were the day that saw these broke, 
And every man within the reach of right ! 

By wintry famine rous'd^ from all the tract 
Of horrid mountains which the shining Alps, 
And wavy Apennine, and Pyrenees, 
Branch out stupendous into distant lands ; 
Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave ; 
Burning for blood ; bony, and gaunt, and grim. 
Assembling wolves in raging troopa descend; 
And, pouring o'er the country, bear along. 
Keen as the north wind sweeps the glossy snow. 
All is their prize. They fasten on the steed. 
Frees him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend. 
Or ehake the murdering savages away. 
Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly. 
And tear the screaming infant from her breast. 
The godlike face of man avails him nought. 
ETen beauty, force divine ! at whose bright glance 
The generous lion stands in soften'd gaie. 
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Heivblfe«4«, a ila|il«t« mdlstingiiiili*!! prey. 
But if, apprifM of ftke seTere aCtaclr, 
The country be shnt np, lar^d by the icent. 
On chnreh-yarde Arear (inhmnan to relate!) 
The disappointed proirlerg fall, and dig 
The shrouded body from the grave ; o'er which, 
MizM with foul ehadei, and frighted ghofte, they 
howl. 

Among those hilly regions, where embmeM 
In peaeeM rales the happy Grisons dwell ; 
Oft, rushing sudden from the loaded cliffs. 
Mountains of snow their gathering terrors roll. 
From steep to steep, loud thundering dolm they come, 
A irintry waste in dire commotiofl all ; 
And herds, and fiocks^ and travellers, and swviins, 
And sometimes whole brigades of mardiing troops, 
Or hamlets sleeping in ike dead of night. 
Are deep beneath the smoUiering niin whelmed. 

Now, all amid the rigoiil*s of the year. 
In the wild depth of Whiter, while without 
The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat. 
Between the groaning forest and the shore 
Beat by the bonndless mttltitttde of wares, 
A rural, sheltered, solitmfy scene; 
Where ruddy fire, and beaming tapers join, 
To cheer the gloom. There studious let me sit. 
And hold high couTorse with the mighty dead ; 
Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd. 
As gods beneficent, who blessed mankind 
With arts, with arms, and humanized a world. 
Rous'd at th* inspiring thought, I throw aside 
The long-liv'd volume; and, deep musing, hail 
The sacred shades, that slowly rising pass 
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Before my wondering eyes. First Socrates, 

Who, firnaly good in a corrupted state, 

Against the rage of tyrants tingle stood, 

Invincihle ! calm reason's holy law. 

That TOice of God within th' attentire mind, 

Obeying, fearless, or in life, or death ; 

Great moral teacher! wisest of mankind! 

Solon the next, who bnilt his commonweal 

On equity's wide base; by tender laws 

A lively people curbing, yet undampM 

Preserring still that quick peculiar fire. 

Whence in the laureFd field of finer arts. 

And of bold freedom, they nnequalFd shone. 

The pride of smiling Greece and human kind. 

Lycnrgus then, who bow'd beneaih the force 

Of strictest discipline, ieverely wise. 

All human passions. Following him, I see, 

As at Thermopylae he glorious fell, 

The firm devoted chief, * who proVd by deeds 

The hardest lesson which the other taught. 

Then Aristides lifts his honest frdnt; 

Spotless of heart, to whom th* unflattering voice 

Of freedom gave the noblest name of Just : 

In pure mi^estic poverty reverM ; 

Who, e'en his glory to his country's weal 

Submitting, swellM a haughty rival's f fame. 

Rear'd by his care, of Softer ray appears 

Cimon Sweet-soul'd ; whose genius, rising strong, 

Shook off the load of young debauch ; abroad 

The scourge of Persian pride, at home the friend 

Of every worth and every splendid art; 

* LeoBldM. f< Themlfitoclei. 
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Modeit, and simple, in the pomp of wealth. 
Then, the last worthies of declining Greece, 
Late called to glorj, in unequal times. 
Pensive, appear. The fair Corinthian boast, 
Timoleon, happy temper! mild, and firm, 
Who wept the brother while the tyrant bled. 
And, equal to the best, the Theban pair, * 
Whose virtues, in heroic concord joined. 
Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame. 
He too, with whom Athenian honour sunk. 
And left a mass of sordid lees behind, 
Phocion the Good; in public life severe. 
To virtue still inexorably firm; 
But when, beneath his low illustrious roof. 
Sweet peace and happy wisdom smooth^ his brow. 
Not friendship softer was, nor love more kind. 
And he, the last of old Lyeurgus^ sons, 
The generous victim to that vain atten^t 
To save a rotten state, Agis, who saw 
E^en Sparta's self to servile avarice sunk. 
The two Achaian heroes close the train : 
Aratus, who a while relum'd the soul 
Of fondly lingering liberty in Greece ; 
And he her darling, as her latest hope, 
The gallant Philopoemen; who to arms 
Turned the luxurious pomp he could not cwre ; 
Or toiling in his farm, a simple swain; 
Or, bold and skilful, thundering in the field. 
Of rougher front, a mighty people come ; 
A race of heroes! in those virtuous times. 
Which knew no stain, save that with partial flame 

* Pelopidaa smd EpsmiBoadas. 
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Their dearest country they too fondly lovM : 
Her better founder first, the light of Rome, 
Numa,. who softenM her rapacious sons: 
Servius the king, who laid the solid base 
On which o*er earth the vast republic spread. 
Then the great consuls Tenerable rise. 
The public Father, * who the private quelFd, 
As on the dread tribunal sternly sad. 
He, whom his thankless country could not lose, 
Camillus, only yengeftil to her foes. 
Fabricius, scbmer of all-conquering gold ; 
And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough. 
Thy willing victim, f Carthage, bursting loose 
From all that pleading nature could oppose, 
From a whole city's tears, by rigid feith 
Imperious cail'd, and honour's dire command. 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely braye, 
'Who soon the race of spotless glory ran. 
And, warm in youth, to the poetic shade 
IVith friendship and philosophy retir'd. 
Tully, whose powerful eloquence a while 
Restrain'd the rapid fate of rushing Rome. 
Vnconquer'd Cato, virtuous in extreme. 
And thou, unhappy Brutus, kind of heart. 
Whose steady arm, by awful virtue urg'd, 
Lifted the Roman steel against thy friend. 
Thousands besides the tribute of a verse 
Demand ; but who can count the stars of heaven t 
Who sing their Influence on this lower world ? 
Behold, who yonder comes! in sober state, 
Fair, mild, and strong, as is a Temal sun : 

* Xfareas Jvaias Brotof. f Regnlvs. 
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'Tis Phcebus' «elf, or eMe tl^e Mantiuin swaio ! 

Great Homer too appears, of daring wing. 

Parent of song; and e^ual by hia side, 

The British Muse^ join^ hand in hand they walk, 

Darkling, full np the middle steep to fame. 

Nor absent are those shades^ who^e skilful tpuch 

Pathetic drew th' ifnpassion^d hearty and cl^arm'd 

Transported Athens with the moral scene; 

Nor those who, tanefnl, waVd th* enchanting lyre. 

First of your kind ! society divine 1 
Still Tisit thus my nights, for you reserr'd, 
And mount my soaring soul to thoughts like yours. 
Silence, thou lonely power ! the door be ftkine ; 
See on the hallowed hour that non? intrude, 
Save a few chosen friends, who sometiimes deign 
To bless n9j humble roof, with sense refinM, 
Learning digested well, exalted faith. 
Unstudied wit, and humour eyer gay. 
Or firom the Muses^ hill will Pope descend. 
To raise the saored hour, to bid it sniile. 
And with the social spirit warm the heart ? 
For though not sweeter ^is. own Homer sings. 
Yet is his liff. the mo^e endearing song. 

Where ar( thou, Hammond? thou, the darling pride. 
The friend ^nd lover of the tuneful throng ! 
Ah why, dear youth, iq all the blooming prime 
Of vernal genius, where disclosing fast 
li^cih i^ctiv:^ worth, each manly virtue lay, 
Whyn^ert thou ravished from our hopes so soou? 
What now avails t^at noble thirst of fame. 
Which stung thy fervent breast? that treasured siore 
Of knowledge, early gainM ? that eager zeal 
To serve thy cojmtry, glowing in the hand 



Of youthful patritttf, who fnAftiiin her n«me ? 
What now, alas! that life-difiusuig charm 
Of gprightly wit ? that rapture for the Muse, 
That heart of friendship, and that soul of joy. 
Which bade with softest light thy virtues smile ? . 
Ah ! only shewed, to check our fond pursuits, 
And teach our humbled hopea that life is Tain ! 

Thus in some deep retirement would I pass 
The winter glooms, with friends of pliant soul, 
Or blithe, or solemn, as the theme inspired : 
With them would search, if nature's boundless frame 
Was call*d, late rising, from the Toid' of night, 
Or sprung eternal from th' eternal Jlfind; 
Its life, ita laws, its progress, and its end. 
Hence larger prospects of the beauteous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our opening mindli ; 
And each diffusive harmony uiiite 
hi full perfection, to th* astonishM eye. 
Then would we try to scan the moral world. 
Which, though to us it seems embroiled, moves on 
In higher order; fitted, and impelFd, 
By Wisdom's finest hand, find issuing all 
In general good. The sage historic Muse 
Should next conduct us through the deeps of time : 
Shew us how empire grew, declined, and fell. 
In scattered states; what makes the nations smile, 
Improves their soil, and gives them double suns : - 
And why they pine beneath the brightest skies, 
fn nature's richest lap. As thus we talk'd, 
Our hearts would bum within us, would inhale 
rhat portion of divinity, that ray 
Of purest heaven, which lights the public sQui - 
Of patriots and of heroes. But if doem'd, 
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In powerless humble fortune, to repress 

These ardent riisings of the kindling soul ; 

Then, eren superior to ambition, we 

Would learn the private virtues; how to glide 

Through shades and plains, along the smoothest 

stream 
Of rural life; or snatchM away by hope, 
Through the dim spaces of futurity. 
With earnest eye anticipate those scenes 
Of happiness and wonder; where the mind. 
In endless growth, and infinite ascent, 
Rises from state to state, and world to world. 
But when with these the serious thought is foiled, 
We, shifting for relief, would ply the shapes 
Of frolic fancy ; and incessant form 
Those rapid pictures^ that assembled train 
Of fleet ideas, never join'd before ; 
Whence lively wit excites to gay sui^rise; 
Of folly-painting Humour, grave himself. 
Calls liaughter forth, deep shaking every nerve. 

Meantime the village rouses up the fire ; 
Whil^ well attested, and as well believ'd. 
Heard solemn, goes the goblin-story round; 
Till superstitious horror creeps o*er all. 
Or, frequent in the sounding hall, they wake 
The rural gambol. Rustic mirth goes round ; 
The simple joke that takes the shepherd^s Keart, 
Easily pleased; the long loud laugh sincere; 
The kiss, snfttchM hasty from the sidelong maid, 
On purpose guardless, or pretending sleep ; 
The leap, the slap, the haul; and, shook to notes 
Of native music, the respondent dance. 
Thus jocund fleets with them the winter niglit. 
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The city (nracnu intense. The public haunt, 
Fall of each theme, and warm with mix^d discourse, 
Hums indistinct. The sons of riot flow 
Down the loose stream uf false enchanted joy 
To swift destruction* On the rankled soul 
The gaming fiiry falls; and in one gulf 
Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace, 
Friends, families, and fortune, headlong sink. 
Up springs the dance along the lighted dome, 
Mix^d, and envolVd, a thousand sprightly ways. 
The glittering court effuses every pomp; 
The circle deepens; beamed from gaudy robes, 
Tapers, i^ad sparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 
A soft effulgence o^er the palace waves: 
While, a gay iilsect in his summer-shine. 
The fop, light-fluttering, spreads his mealy wings. 

Dread o'er the scene, the ghost of Hamlet stalks ; 
Othello rages; poor Monimia mourns; 
And Belvidera pours her soul in love. 
Terror alarms the breast; the comely tear 
Steals o^er the cheek: or else the comic Bluae 
Holds to the world a picture of itself. 
And raises aly the fair impartial laugh. 
Sometimes she lifts her strain, and paints the scenes 
Of beauteous life; whatoW can deck mankind. 
Or charm the heart, in generous Bevil * showM. 

O Thou, whose wisdom, «olid yet refined. 
Whose patriot virtues, and consummate ekill 
To touch the finer springs that move the world. 
Joined to whatever the graces can bestow. 
And all Apollo^s animating fire, 

* A character in the Conscious Loveri, written by Sir 
Richard Steele. 
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Give thee, with pleaiing dignity, to «hine 

At once the guardian, ornament, and joy 

Of politfh'd life ; permit, the rural Mage, 

O Chesterfield, to grace with thee her gong! 

Ere to the shades again she humbly flies. 

Indulge her fond ambition, in thy train 

(For every Muse has in thy train a place). 

To mark thy various full-accomplishM mind: 

To mark that spirit, which with British scorn 

Rejects th' allurements of corrupted power; 

That elegant politeness, which excels. 

Even in the judgment of presumptuous France, 

The boasted manners of her shining court ; 

That wit, the vivid energy of sense. 

The truth of nature, which, with Attic point. 

And kind, well-temper'd satire, smoothly keen. 

Steals through the soul, and without pain corrects. 

Or, rising thence with yet a brighter flame, 

O let me hail thee on some glorious day. 

When to the listening senate, ardent, crowd 

Britannia's sons to hear her pleaded cause. 

Then dressM by thee, more ankiably fair. 

Truth the soft robe of mild persuasipn wears : 

Thou to absenting reason giv'st again 

Her own enlightened thoughts; calFd from the 

heart, 
Th' obedient passions on thy voice attend; 
And even reluctant party feels a while 
Thy gracious power : as through the varied maze 
Of eloquence, now smooth, now quick, now strong, 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 
To thy lov'd haunt return, my happy Muse, 
For now, behold, the joyous winter days, 
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Froity, ncceedj and Ihroogh the blae gerene, 

For Bight t<M fine, th' elhensl nitre fllei; 

Killing Enfectioui dampa, and the spent air 

Storing- RlVeih with elinnentHl lift). 

Close crovdg the shining atmoBphtro; nnd binda 

Our atren^hened bodies in itt cold embrace, 

Constringentj feeds, and anininteg oar blood; 

Refinei onr R|i!ritg, throngfa the nev-strung ncn'fi, 

In swifter anilies darting (o the brain; 

Where gits the bouI intense, collected, rn^l. 

Bright as the skies, and ai the leomn ieen. 

All Natnre feela the reniivating force 

Of Wintw, only to the thoughtless eye 

In ruin seen. The frost- concocted glebe 

Draws in abundant vegetable soul, 

And gathem Tignur for the coming year. 

A stronger glow sits on the lirely cheek 

or ruddy fire: and lucnlent along 

The pnrer rivers flow; the sullen deeps, 

TranspaTenl, open to the siiepherd's gnze. 

And mumnr hoarser, at the filing frost. 

What nit thon, frost? and whence are thy been 

Deriv'd, thou secret aIt-inTnd!iig power. 
Whom even th' illusi^'e fluid cannot flyf 
Is not thy potent energy, unseen, 
Myriads of little salts, or hook'd, or shap'd 
Like donhle wedges, and dilFns'd immense 
Through water, earth, and ether? Hence at eve, 
Steani'd ei^r from the red horizon round. 
With the fleree rage of Winter deep snffus'd. 
An icy gale, oft shifting, o'er the pool 
Breathes a blue film, nnd in its mid efuver 
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Arrests the bickering streain. The loosened ice, 

Let down the flood, and half dissolvM by day, 

Riu^tles no more; bat to the sedgy bank 

Fast grows, or gathers round the pointed stone, 

A crystal pavement, by the breath of heaven 

Cemented firm; till, seized from shore to shore. 

The whole imprisonM river growls below. 

Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 

A double noise ; while, at his evening watch, 

The Tillage-dog deters the nightly thief; 

The heifer lows ; the distant waterfall 

Swells in the breeze ; and, with the hasty tread 

Of traveller, the hollow-soonding plain 

Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round, 

Infinite worlds disclosing to the view. 

Shines out intensely keen ; and, all one cope 

Of starry glitter, gljows from pole to pole. 

From pole to pole the rigid influence falls. 

Through the still night, incessant, heavy, strong, 

And seizes nature fast. It freezes on; 

Till mom, late rising o^er the drooping world. 

Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears 

The various labour of the silent night,: 

Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb cascade. 

Whose idle torrents only seem, to roar. 

The pendent icicle; the frost-work fair^ 

Where transient hues, and fancied figures rise ; 

Wide-spouted o er the hill, the frozen brook, 

A livid tract, cold gleaming on the mom; 

The forest bent beneath, the plumy wave ; 

And, by the frost refined, the whiter snow, . 

Inerusted hard, and sounding to the tread 

Of early shepherd, as he pensive seeks 
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Hit pining flock, ot hwti the nioantnin top, - ' 
Pleiu'd with the Bltppery anrlhri;, Bwift (lBBC«nil#, 

On lilithgome froJiGn benl, the yoalhfnl awalnt, 
While eyerj worl oF man is laid at rest, 
Fond o'er the river crowd in TBriooB sport 
And revelry dijgalv'd ; where mixing glad, 
Uappient of all the train ! the nptur'd lio^ 
Lasheo the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine' 
Branch'd out ia manjr a long canal extends, 
Frnm every province a warming. Void of cnre, 
Batavia nuhei forth | and ai they sweep. 
On ■onnding xliBtea, a thotuand difl'erent wa,ve. 
In circling poise, iwift aa the winds, along, ' 
The then guy land ia madden'd all to joy. 
Nor leaa the northern courts, iride o'er the mnw, 
Four a oew pomp. Eager, on rapid alede. 
Their vigoroaa youth in hold contention wh^l 
The long- resounding course. Meantime, to raise 
The manly strife, with highly^-blooming charinsj 
Flash'd by the seaaon, ScandinaTin'a dames, 
Or Bnaala's buxom daughters, glow around. 

Pure, quieb, and sportful, is the wholesome day; 
But soon eJapa'd. The horizontal sun, 
Broad o'er the snath, hangs at hi» utmoet nonn : 
And, ineffectual, atrlkea the gelid clifl'; 
His acnce glogg the mountain still maintaine. 
Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale 
Relents a while to the reflected ray; 
Or from the foreat falls the clnster'd snow, 
Myriada of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay twinble as they scatter. Thick around 
Thuaders the sport ot thege, whn with the gnn. 
And dug impatient boandiDg<al the shot, 
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Wone than the season, desolate the fields ; 
And, adding to the rains of the year, 
Distress the footed or the feathered game. 

But what is this? Oar infant Winter sinks. 
Divested of his grandeur, should onr eye 
AstonishM shoot into the Frigid Zone; 
Where, for relentless months, continual night 
Holds o'er the glittering waste her starry reig^. 
There, through the prison of unbounded wiide, 
BarrM by the hand of nature from escape. 
Wide roams the Russian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his sad eye, but deserts lost in snow; 
And heavy-loaded grores; and solid floods. 
That stretch, athwart the solitary vast, 
Their icy horrors to the frosen main ; 
And cheerless towns far-distant, never blessed. 
Save when its annual course the caravan 
Bends to the golden coast of rich Catha}^ * 
With news of human kind. Yet there life glows ; 
Yet cherishM there, beneath the shining waste. 
The furry nations harbour : tipped with jet. 
Fair ermines, spotless as the snows they press; 
Sables, of glossy black ; and dark embrownM, 
Or beauteous freak'd with many a mingled hue. 
Thousands besides, the costly pride of courta. 
There, warm together pressed, the trooping deer 
Sleep on the new-fallen snows ; and, scarce his head 
RaisM o'er the heapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies slumbering sullen in the white abyss. 
The ruthless hunter wants nor dogs nor toils^ 
Nor with the dread of sounding bows he drives 
The fearful flying race; with ponderous clubs, 

* The old Dane for diiaa. 
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As weak ntg^aiiul the meaataiii heaps they push * 
Their beating breast in vain, and piteous bray, - 
He lays them qiiiTeriug on th* entengain'd snows, 
And -with loud shouts rejoicing bears them home.. 
There through the piny forest half absorbM, 
Rough tenant of these shades, the shapeless beitf , 
With daagling ioe all horrid, stalks forl<Nrn; . 
Slow-pacM, and sourer as the storms inoreasey 
He makes his bed beneath th' inclement drift. 
And, with stem patience, scorning weak oompUinl, 
Hardens his heart against assailing want. 

Wide o^er the spacious^, regions of the nortb, 
That see Bootes urge his tardy wain, 
A boisterous race, ^y frosty Caurus * pierc'd, i 
Who little pleasure know and fear no pain^ . 
Prolific swarm. They once relum'd the flame 
Of lost mankind in polish^ slarery sunk, < 

Drove martial horde on horde, f with .dreadful eW^efi 
Resistless rushing o'er th* enfeebled south, 
And gave the vanquished world another formi. ? 
Not such the sons of Lapland: wisely they . 
Despise th' insensate barbarous trade of«irai^} > ' / 
They ask no more than simple nature givesy 
They love their mountains and enjoy their storms. 
No false desires, no pride-^created wants. 
Disturb the peaceful current of their lime; 
And through the restless ever-tortnrM mane 
Of pleasure, or ambition, bid it rage. 
Their reindeer form their riches. These their tcnfi, 
Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealtb 
Supply, their wholesome fare, and cheerful cups. 

* The nortli west wind. 

f The wandering Scythian dans. 
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Obieqwiom at their eall, the docile trtlie - 

Yield to' the sled their neck*, and whirl them swift 

O'er hill and dale, heap'd into one expanse 

Of marbled snow, at for as eje can sweep 

With a bine crust of ice miboiuided glaz'd. 

B|^< danoing meteors then, that ceaseless shake 

A waving blase refracted o'er the heavens. 

And vivid moons and stars that keener play 

With doubled lustre from the glossy waste, 

E'en in the dep^ of polar > night, Ihey find 

A wondrous day: enoagh to light the chase. 

Or guide their daring steps to Finland fairs. 

Wish'd Spring returns; and, from the hazy south, 

liVhile dim Aurora slowly moves before. 

The welcome sun, just verging up at first. 

By small degrees extends the swelling curve; 

Till seen at last for gay rejoicing months. 

Still round and round his spiral course he wings ; 

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb, 

Wlieels up again, and re-ascends the sky. 

In that glad season, from the lakes and floods, 

Where pure* Nieitfi's * fairy mountains rise, 

And fringM with roses Teuglio f rolls his stream. 

They draw the copious fry. With these, at eve. 

They cheerfhl loaded to their tents repair; 

* M. de Manpertuis, In his book on the Figure of the 
Earth, after having desoribed the beaotiful lake and mosB- 
tain of Niemi in Lapland, says, ^^From this height we bad 
opportunity several times to see those vaponrs rise from 
the lake wJiich the people of the oonntry call Haltioa, mad 
Khich they deem to be the guardian spirits of the monn- 
tains. We had been frighted with stories of bears that 
hftuated this place, but saw none. Is seemed rather a place 
of resort for fkiries and genii, than bears.'* 

f The same author observes, **I was surprised to «ee 
upon the banks of this river (the Tenglio) roses of as lively 
a red as any that are in our gardens." 
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Where, all day long iv UBefui eares- eiiipli»yd. 

Their luiiKl nnblemishVl wives the fire prepare. 

Thrice happy race! hy poverty secured 

From legal plunder and rapacious power: • 

In whom fell interest never yet has sown 

The seeds of vice: whose spotless swains ne^er knew 

Injarioas deed, nor. Masted by the breath 

<K faithless love, their blooming daughters woe. 

Still pressing on beyond Tomea's lake. 
And Hecia flaming through a waste of snow, 
And farthest €k«enland, to the pole itself, 
Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out^ 
The Muse expands her solitary flight; 
And, hov'ring o^er the wild stupendous scene, 
Beholds new seas beneath another sky. * 
ThronM in his palace of cerulean ice. 
Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court; 
And through his airy hall the loud luiHrule 
Of driving tempest is for ever heard: 
Here the grim tyrant qieditates his wrath: ' 
Here arms his winds with all-subduing frost; 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treasures up his snows, 
With which he now oppresses half the globe. 

Thence winding eastward 'to the Tartar's roast, 
She sweeps the howling margin of the main; 
Where undissolving, from the first of time, 
Snows swell on snows amazing to the sky; 
And icy mountains high on mountains piVd, 
Seem to the shivering sailor from afhr. 
Shapeless and white, an atmosphere of clouds. 
Projected huge, and horrid, o'er the sUrge, 
Alps frown on Alps: or rushing hideous down, 

* Tke other heraisphere. 
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A§ if old chao8 was i^in. retiini^d, . 

Wide rend the deep, aad thalte the totid pole. 

Ocean itself no longer can resist 

The binding fury; but, in all its rage 

Of tempest taken by the bomidless frost. 

Is many a fathom to the bottom chaioM, 

And bid to roar no more: a bleak expanse, 

Sliagg'd o'er with wavy rocks, cheerless, and vwi 

Of every life, that from. the dreary monthn ■ 

Flies conscious southward. Miserable they 

Who, here entangled in the gathering ice, . 

Take their last look of the descending sun ; 

While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost, 

The long, long night, incumbent o'er their heads, 

Falls horrible. Such was the Briton's * fate 

As with first prow (what have not Britons dar'd?) 

He for the passage sought, attempted since 

So much in vain, and seeming to be shut 

By jealous nature with eternal bars. 

In these fell regions, in Arzina caught, 

And to the stony deep his idle ship 

Immediate seal'd, he with his hapless crew, 

£ach full exerted at his several task, 

Froze into statues; to the cordage glu'd 

The sailor, and the pilot to the helm. 

Hard by these shores, where scarce his freezin«: 
stream 
Rolls the wild Oby, live the last of men j 
And half enlivened by the distant sun, 
That rears and ripens man, as well as plants. 
Here human imture wears its rudest form. 

• Sir Hugh Willoughby, Bcnt by Queen Elizabeth to dU 
cover the north east passage. 
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Deep from the piereitig ««aMa .rank in caives. 
Here by dull fires, and with najoyons cheer. 
They waste the tedious glooms Immersed in furs^ 
Doze the grots race. Nor sprightly jest, nor song, 
Nor tenderness they know; iior aaght of life, 
Beyond the kindred bears that, stalk without, 
Till morn at length, hca* roses drooping all, 
Sheds a long twilight. brightening oVr their fields, 
And calls the qniverVl savage to the chase. 

What dannot active goyernment pecform, •■ 
New-moulding man ? Wide stretchiag fronk these 

shores, 
A people saTage from remotest time, '- 

A huge neglected empire, one vast mind, ' 

By Heaven inspirM, from Gothic darkness call'd.' 
Immortal Peter ! first of monarchs ! He 
Hifl stubborn conntry tam'd, her rocks, her fenr,* 
Her floods, her seas, her iil-snbmitttng soas^ • 
And while the fierce baibarian ho subdtt*d, • 
To more existed soul he rais*d the man. 
Ye shades of ancient heroes, ye who toiFd 
Through long successive ages to buiM up 
A labouring plan i>f state, behold at once 
The wonder done! behold the matchless prince 
Who left his native throne, where reigned till then 
A mighty shadow of unreal power; 
Who greatly spumM the slothfal pomp of courts; 
And roaming every land^ and every port. 
His sceptre laid aside, with glorious hand 
Unwearied plying the mechanic tool, 
Gathered the seeds of tvade, of usefhl arts, < 

Of civU wisdom, and of martial skill. 
Charged with, the stores of Europe home he goes ! 
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Then ctties'Tise araHl' th' illnmiii'd wa^te; 
O'er jvylesn deiertt smiles the rural reign ; 
Fai^istant floocF to'iloald is social join'd; 
Th'- astonished fioxiire; hears the Baltic roar; 
Proud navies ride on seas 'that never foamM 
With daring keel- before; and armies stretch 
Each way their daasding files, repressing here 
The frantic Alexaiider of Hie nmrth. 
And awing there stem OthmanHi shrinlcing sons. 
Sloth flies the land, and ignorance, and vice, 
Of old dishonour ptoud: it glows around, 
Taught by the royal hand that roused the whole. 
One scene of arts, ofarms^ of rising trade;' 
For what his wisdom plann'd^ and power enforced. 
More potent still, his great example shew^. 

Muttering, the winds at «ve, with hhuited point 
Blow hoUow-hlnstering from the soutii. Sabda^'d, 
The frost resolves into- a trlclcling thaw. ' 
Spotted' the mountains shinte; loose sleet descends. 
And floods the country round. The rivers swell, 
Of bonds impatient. Suddeii from the hills. 
O'er roclcs and woodsy, in liroBd brown eatevacts, 
A thousand snow- fed torrents ^hootf at once; 
And, where they rush, the wide-resounding plain 
Is. left one slimy waste. Those suUen seas. 
That wash'd th^ angenial pole, will rest no more 
Beneath the shachles of the mighty north; 
But, rousing all their waves, resistless heave. 
And, harh! the lengthening roar continuous runs 
Athwart the rifted deep: at once it bursts. 
And piles a thousand monntains to the clouds. 
Ill fares the bark "with trembling wretches char^M, 
That, toss'd amid the floating fragments, moors 
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Beneath, ike sliAlter 61 an icy i^, 

While night o'erirhelnifl> die iea, and horror loolcs 

More horrible. Can human force endnre 

Th^ assembled miwluefig that besiege them round? 

Heart-gnawing hanger, fainting weariness, 

The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice, 

Now ceasing, now renew'd with louder rage, 

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 

More to embroil the deep, Leviathan, 

And his unwieldy train, in dreadful sport. 

Tempest the loosened brine, while through the gl^loin. 

Far from the bleak inhospitable shore. 

Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 

Of famishM monsters, there awaitiiig wrecks. 

Yet Providence, that evw-waking eye. 

Looks down with pity on the feeble to}! 

Of mortals lost to hope, and lights them safe, 

Through all this dreary labyrinth of fate. 

*Tis done! dread Winter spreads his latest glooms. 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquor'd year. 
How dead the vegetable kingdom lies! 
How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 
His desolate domain. Behold, fond man! 
See here thy pictured life! Pass some few years, 
rhy flowering Spring, thy Suvimer's ardent strength. 
Thy sober Autumn fading into age, 
Ind pale canduding Winter comes at last, 
Ind shuts the soene* ^h ! whither now are fled 
rhooe dreauM of greatness? those unsolid hopes 
>f happiness? those longings after fame? 
Those restless cares? those busy bustling days? 
Those gay-spent festive nights? those veering 
thoughts, 
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Lost between good and ill, that sharM tky life ? 

Ail ROW are vanished! Virtue sole surviyes. 

Immortal nerer-failing friend of man, 

Hi« guide to happiness on high» And see! 

^Tis come, the glorious mom! the second birth 

Of heaven and earth! Awakening nature hears 

The new-creating word, and starts to life. 

In every heightened form, from pain and death 

For ever free. The great eternal scheme, 

Involving all, and in a perfect whole 

Uniting, as the prospect wider spreads. 

To reason's eye refin'd clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wise! ye blind presumptuous! now, 

Confounded in the dust, adore that Power, 

And wisdom oft arraigned; see now the cause. 

Why unassuming worth in secret liv'd. 

And died neglected; why the good man's share 

In life was gall and bitterness of soul: 

Why the lo»ie widow and her orphans pinM 

In starving solitude; while luxury. 

In palaces, lay straining her low thought. 

To form unreal wants: why heaven-born truth, 

And moderation fair, wore the red marks 

Of superstition's scourge: why licensM piiin, 

Tl^at cruel spoiler, thait embosom'd foe, 

Imbitter'd all our bliss. Ye good distressed! 

Ye noble few! who here unbending stand 

I^B|leath life's presure, yet bear up a while, ' 

And what your bounded view, which only saw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more: 

The storms of Wintry Time will quickly pass. 

And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 
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Tiiiiwv, as they change, Almighty Father, these 
Are but the I'aried God. The rolliiig year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderness and love. 
Wide flush the fields; the suftteiing air is balm; 
Kcho the mountains round; the forest smiles; 
And ei'ery sense, -and every heart is joy. 
Then eomes Thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year;'- 
And oft Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks: 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve. 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whispering gales 
Thy bounty shines tn Autumn unconfinM, 
And spreads a common feast for all lives. 
In Winter, awful Thou! with clouds and storms 
Around Thee thrown, tempest o'er tempest rolFd, 
Majestic darkness ! on the ,whirlwind*B wing. 
Riding sublime. Thou bidst the world adore, 
And humblest nature with Thy northern blast. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine, 
Deep felt, in these appear! a simple train, 
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Yet BO delightfiii.mix'd, witli such kind art. 
Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 
Shade, unperceiv^d, so softening into shade; 
And all so forming an harmonious whole; 
That, OB they still succeed, they rayish still. 
But wandering oft, with brute unconscious g^ze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand, 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres; 
Works in the secret deep ; shoots, steaming, thence 
The fair profusion that overspreads the Spring; 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds every creature; hurls the tempest forth; 
And as on earth this grateftil change revolTes, 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature, attend! join, every living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky. 
In adoration join.; and, ardent, raise 
One general song! To Him, ye vocal gales. 
Breathe soft, whose Spirit in your freshness breathes; 
Oh, talk Xit Him in solitary glooms, 
Where, o'er the rock, the scarcely-waving pine 
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe. 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar, 
*Who shake th* astonished world, lift high to heaven 
Th' impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembfing^ rills; 
And let me catcjh it as I muse along. 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profottii4; 
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid maie 
Along the vale; and thou, majestic main, 
A secret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound his stupendous praise; whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
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Soft roll foiir incente, lierbi, and Ikmiti, and floweri. 
In mingled cloadi lo Him; wboie iim exill«, 
Whom bre»th perfiunea job, nnd iriioM pencil palate. 
Ye Foreiti, bend, ye haTveati, ware, to Him; 
Breathe jour itill »oag into the reaper's heart,> 
Ar home he ^ei beneath the jojooa mooa. 
Ye (hat keep watch iu hearen, u earth aaleep 
Vnconscioui lie*, effbae yonr mildeat bettmi. 
Ye coustellattona, trhile yonr angeli itribe. 
Amid the ipangled thy, the lilver lyre. 
Great lonrce of day! beat imagv here below 
Of thy Creator, erer ponrlag wide, 
From world lo world, the vital ocean round. 
On nature write with every beam Hii praise. 
The thonder rolli! be hiuh'd the proitrate world! 
While clond to cloud retnins the golemn hymn. 
Bleat out nfrcsfa, ye hills: ye mosiy rocbi, 
Ratain the sonnd ; the broad respnatlre low, 
Ye valleys, raise; for the Great Shepherd reigni; 
And his nnanffering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlaAdi all, awake: a boandleai song 
Burat Irom the groves; and when the restless day, 
Expiring, laya the warbling world asleep. 
Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela, charm 
The listening shades, and teach the night His praise. 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles. 
At once, the head, the heart, and tongne of all. 
Crown the great hymn! in swarming cities vast, 
Aisembled men, to the deep organ join 
The long-Tesonnding voice, oft brefking clear. 
At solemn pansea, throogh the swelling base; 
And, as each mingling flame Increases each, 
In oae united ardour rise to heaven. 

12 



Or if you rather choose the^ mml shade, 
And find a fane in eyery sacred g^ve; 
Th6re let the shepherd^s flute, the yirgin^s lay. 
The prompting seraph, and the poef s lyre. 
Still sing the God of Seasons, as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme. 
Whether the blossom blows, the summer ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 
Or Winter rises in the blackening east; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart' to beat! 

Should fate command me to the farthest Terge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes, 
Rirers unknown to song; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, ar his setting beam 
Flames on th^ Atlantic isles; *tis liaught to me: 
Since God is ever present, e^er felt. 
In the void waste as in the city full; 
And where He vital breadies, there must be joj. 
When even at last the solemn hour shall come, 
And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey; there, with new powers, 
Will rising l^onders sing: I cannot go 
Where universal love not smiles around. 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns; 
From seeming evil still educing good, 
And better thence again, and better still. 
In infinite progreision. Rut I lose 
Myself in Him, in Light Ineffable ! 
Come then, eiq^ressive silence, muse His praise. 



THE 

CASTLE ot INDOLENCE. 



CANTO t 



The Castle high of Indolence, 
And its false luxury, 
Where for a little time, alas! 
We liv^d right JolHYy. 



O MOETAL man! who Jivest here by toil 
Do not complain of this thy hard estatie ; 
That like an emmet thon must ever moil, 
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date: 
And, certes, there is for it reason great; 
For though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail. 
And curse thy star, and early drudge, and late, 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Loose life, unruly passio^is, and diseases pale. ^ 



IgO THE CASTLB OF INDOLENCE. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river^g side, 
With woody hill o*er hill encompast'd rf^and, 
A most enchanting wizard did abide, 
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 
It was, I ween, a loyely spot of ground ; 
And there a season atween June and May, 
Half prankt with spring, with summer half em- 

brownM, 
A listless climate made, where, sooth to say. 
No liTing wight could work, ne cared even for play. 



Was nought around hut images of rest. 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between, 
And flowery beds that slumberous influence hest 
From poppies breathM and beds of pleasant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unnnmber'd glittering streamlets played, 
And hurled every where their waters sheen, ' 
That, as they bickered through the sunny glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur 
made. 



Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale. 
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hills, 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale; 
And now and then sweet Philomel would wail. 
Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep, 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale; 
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep; 
Yet all these sounds y blent inclined all to sleep. 



I'HS CASTLE OF. INDOLENCE. }§! 

Fttil in the patfage of the vale, above, . 
A sablis, silent, solemn, forest ^lood. 
Where nought bvit shadowy forms was seen to move, 
As idless fancy^d in her dreaikiing^mood; 
And up the hills, on either side,, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and' fro,; 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood; 
And where this valley winded on^ below,. 
The mnyyirhig main was heard, and scaroely hMud 
to flow. 



A pleasing land of drowsy head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half-ishnt eye. 
And of gay castles in the cloud that, pass, 
For ever flushing round a summer sky; 
There eke the soft delights, that witohingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast, 
And the calm pleasures, always hovor'd nigh 5 
But whatever smacked of noyance or unrest ' 

Was far, far off expelled from this delicious nest. 



The landscape such, inspiring perfect ease. 
Where Indolence (for so the wiaani higiit) 
Close hid his Castle *mid embowering trees. 
That half shut out the beams of Phcebus bright. 
And made a kind of checker^ day and night; 
Mean while, unceasing at the massy gate. 
Beneath a spacious palm, the uicked wight 
Was placed, and to his lute, of cruel fate. 
And labour harsh, complain'd lamenting man's estate. 



IgS THE CASnS OP INDOUillCB. 

Thither etontiiAi«l pUgtlms erowded still, ^ 
From all the roads of earth that pats therahj; 
For M they chane'd to hreathe on neighbouring hill, 
The ireshae«» of this vailey smote their eye, 
And drew them ev«p and anon more nig^ ; 
Till clustering relind th* enchanter false they hnng, 
Ymoken with his 9yttn melody, 
While o'er th' enl^ehlfaig into bis hand he flung, 
And'tc^ the trembling ehorda these templing' vensf 
sung: — 



*^ Behold, ye pilgrims of this earth! behold, 
See nil but mlin with unearnM pleasure gay ; 
See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 
Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May! 
What youthful bride can equal her array! 
Who can with her for easy pleasure vie? 
From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray, 
From flowV to flow'r on balmy gales to fly, 
Is all she has to do beneath the radiant shy. 



'^Behold the merry minstrels of the mom, 
The swarming songsters of the careless grore. 
Ten thousand throats, that Drom the flowering thorn. 
Hymn their good God, and carol sweet of love, 
Such grateful kindly raptures them emorei 
They neither plough nor 80W| ne, fit for flail, 
£'er to the bam the nodden sheaves they drove, 
Yet theirs each harvest dancing in the gale. 
Whatever crowns the hill, or Smiles along the valr. 



THS OM^LE OP INIKkLeSCK. Jgg 

"Oktent •( DBtKe, man! tha vretrhed thrall 
Of bittor -trapping rweat, of •wUritr^ fmlm. 
Of tmirm Uut wU dvaj Oif keart wilk gall, 
And ef the vicea an iakmian traita, 
That all procead frna *a**Ke lUrat af gsu« < 
Far wInn hoBd-heartad inttMit int began ■ 
To poiwn earth, Artnta left tte plaia) - 
Gidle, rialence, and mufda^ Mla'doniaBii, 
And («r •ort.amllij ttreaoHy with Nwdthe riven rail. 



'.'Comeyn! who (till' the raraVniai laud oflife 
Piuh bard np hill, bat aa the iaitlieit iteep- 
YoD tmat to gMa, and pnt an ekd ta Btrife, 
Uown thnnden back the atanv iriA ni^y.^ectt, 
And harli your labonn to thiTaUaj deep. 
For ever tbIh) come, and witbonteii fe«, 
I In ofaliTion will joar Minawi deep, 
Voor carea, yonr telli; will aUap yv» in a tea 
Ot fall delight; O eoae, je waarjr wigfaltl to ine. 



"With He yoa need not riae at earlj dawn. 
To paai the joylen day in Tarioni •tanndi; 
Or, loBting low, on npitart fortnne fawn. 
And sell hir faDnenr for tome paltt^ panndi; 
Or throngh ths city take your dirty round*. 
To cheat, and dnn, and lie, and viiit pny, 
Xow Battering bate, now pviiig secret wonndsi 
Or prowl in conrte of law for hnman prey. 
In Tenal acnate (hieva, or rob on braad highway. 



Igf THE C»A8T&£ OF IMiP>ai«B]»OK. 

^^•No cocks, with' me, to nutie labour call, 
From villagpe on to village sovnding clear; 
To terdy swain no durill-voic'd matrons squall; 
No dogs, no babes, no wi^es, to stmi your ear; 
No banuneM tiiamp ; no horrid' blaebsmith sear. 
Ne noisy tradesmen yonr sweet slnmbers start 
IfVith sounds th^t.ave.a mtsefy to hear; 
But ail is calm, as would :idelight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all naitmre, and all artJ 

^'Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent 

ease, 
6nod>natarM lonagiag, snuhforing up and down; 
They who are pleasM themselTcs must alwayi 

please; - 
On. other's ways they never squint a frown. 
Nor heeds what haps in hamlet or in town : 
Thus, from the source of tender indolence. 
With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
Is sooth'd and sweetened by the social sense; 
For interest, envy, pride, and strife, are baaishM 

hence. 

'^What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 
A pure ethereal calm, that Icnows no storm. 
Above the reach of wild ambition's wild. 
Above those passions that this world deform. 
And torture man, a proud malignant worm? 
But here, instead, soft gales of passion play. 
And gently stir the heart, thereby, to form 
A quidker sense of joy; as breezes stray 
Across th' enlivened sbies, and make them still 
more gay. 



THE UAflTLfi OF UIBOUBN OB. 1§5 

■ 

'* The best of men have efer- lovM . repose ; 
They hate to min^e in the tkUhf firay, 
Where the soul sowrs, and gradual rancour grows; 
Imbitter^d more from peoTish day to day. 
'E'pn those whom Fame has lent her fairest ray. 
The most renowned of worthy wights of yore. 
From a base world at last hare stol'n away: 
So Scipio, to the soft Cnmsan shore, 
Retiring, tasted joy he never knew before. 



^^Bnt if a little exercise yoo choose. 
Some zest for ease, 'tis not forbidden here;. 
Amid the groves you may indulge the muse. 
Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year; 
Or, softly stealing, with your watry gear. 
Along the brooks, the crimson spotted fry 
You may delude $ the whilst, amused, yon hear 
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr's sigh. 
Attuned to the birds and woodlands melody. 



^^O grievous folly! to heap up estate. 
Losing the days you see beneath the sun; 
When, sadden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 
And gives th* untasted portion you have won^ 
With ruthless toil, and many a wretch undone. 
To those who mock you gone to Pinto's reign, 
There with sad ghosts to pine and shadows dun: 
But sure it is of vanities most vain. 
To toil for wliat you. here untoiling may obtain.'" 



IgQ THB CABTtE biP INDOUNCOL 

He ceat'd ; hnt gdU their trembfiaf^ ears retained 
The deep -vlbratioaH of hit iritehisg mug*, 
That, by a kind of magic power, constraiii'd 
To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng. 
Heapf pour'd on heaps, and yet they slipt- along, 
In silent eases as when beneath the beam 
Of summer moons, the distant woods among. 
Or by some flood aU siivor^d with 'the gleam. 
The soft embodied fays through airy portal stream. 



By the smooth demon so it ordered was. 
And here his banefol bonnty first began; 
Though some there wen: who would not further pass. 
And his aiiuring baits suspected han. 
The wise distrust the too fair-spoken man. 
Yet through the gate they cast a wishful eye: 
Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 
For do their very best they cannot fly. 
But often each way look, and often sorely sig^h. 



When this the watchful wicked wizard saw, 
With sudden spring he leap'd upon them straiglit. 
And soon as toach'd by his nnhallow'd paw. 
They found themselTes within -the cursed gate. 
Full hard to be repiiss'd, like that of Fate. 
Not stronger were of old the giant crew. 
Who sought to pull high Joto from regal state; 
Though feeble wretch he seemM, of sallow hue, 
Certes, who bides his grasp will that encounter rue. 



YHB CASTLE HP UCOOLEHOS. Igf 



Fropn whomf oe*er the ▼iMaia takes in luuirf. 
Their joints nnknit, their slnewi i^elt apacey 
An lithe they grow as any wiUow wand. 
And of their varnished ' foxee r^naint no trace: 
So when a maiden fair^ of modest grace,- 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 
Is seised in some loseFs hot embvaoe. 
She waaeth Tory weakly as she warms. 
Then, sighing, yields her up to. lore^s delicious 
harms. 



WakM by the crowd, slow from his bench arose 
A comely full-spread porter, swoln with sleep, 
His calm, broad, thoughtless, aspect breathed repose, 
And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep, 
Ne could himself from ceaseless yawning keep; 
While o'er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran, 
Through which his half-wak'd soul would faintly 

peep. 
Then taking his black staff he call'd his man. 
And ronsM himself as much as rouse himself he can. 



The lad leaped lightly at his master's cail; 
He was, to weet, a little roguish page. 
Save sleep and play who minded nought at all, 
Like most the untaught striplings of his age. 
This boy kept each band to disengage. 
Garters and hnekles, task for him unfit, 
Biit ill^becoming his grave personage, 
And which his portly paunch would not permit, 
So this same limber page to all perforined it. 



X§g TilB CASTILE OF IBIDOLEBIOB. 

Afean time the maiter p«xter wide di^lay'd 
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns. 
Wherewith, he those who eaterM in arrayed. 
Loose as tiie breese that plays along the downs, 
And waves the summer woods when evening frowns. 
O fair undress! best dress! it checks no vein. 
But every flowing limb in pleasure drowns, 
And heightens eas^ with grace. This done, right fain, 
Sir Porter sat him dowtt» and turn'd to sleep again 



Thus easy roVd, they to the fountain sped. 
That in the middle of the court up threw 
A stream, high spouting from its liquid bed. 
And falling back again in drizzly dew; 
There each deep draughts, as deep he thirsted, drew. 
It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare. 
Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunce grew, 
And sweet oblivion of vile earthly care; 
Fair gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 
more fair. 



TMs rite performed, all inly pleased and still, 
Withouten tromp, was proclamation made: 
^^ Ye sons of Indolence ! do iwhat you will. 
And wander where you list, through hall or glade 
Be no man^s pleasure for another staid! 
Let each as likes him best his hours employ. 
And GursM be he who minds his neighbour's trade ! 
Here dwells kind Ease and unreproving Joy: 
He little merits bliss who others can annoy .^* 



THE CASTLE OF INDOtENCB. 1§9 

Straight of these endless numbers, swarming 
round, 
As thiek as idle motes In sunny ray, 
Not one eftsoons in wiew was to be found, 
But every man strolFd off hir own glad way ; 
Wide o'er this 'ample court'ii blank area. 
With all the lodges that thereto pertainM 
No liTing creature could be seen to stray. 
While solitude and perfect silence reiguM, 
So that to think you dreamt you almost was con- 
strained. 



As when a shephertt of the Hebride isles 
Placed far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles. 
Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand embodied to our senses plain) 
Sees on the naked hill or valley low, 
The whilst in ocean Phcebus dips his wain, 
A vast assembly moving to and fro, 
Then all at once in air dissolves the wond'rous show. 



Ye gods of quiet, and of sleep profound ! 
Whose soft dominion o'er this Castle sways, 
And aU the widely-silent places round. 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen displays 
What never yet was sung in mortal lays. 
But how shall I attempt such arduous string, 
I who have spent my nights and nightly days 
In this soul-deadening place, loose loitering? 
A4i ! how shall I for this uprear my moulted wing ? 



1911 THE CASTLE OF I1«IK>UC?1CB» 

Come on, my Mvse! ii«r stoop to low despair. 
Thou imp of Jove! tonchM by celestial fire, 
Thou yet shalt sing of wttr aa4 actions fair. 
Which the bold sons of Britain will inspire; 
Of ancient bards then yet shalt sweep the lyre; 
Thou yet shalt read in tm^ic pall the stage, 
Paint loTe's enchanting woes, the hero's ire. 
The sage's calm, the palitiot's noble rage. 
Dashing corruption down through every worthiest 
age. 



The doors, that knew no shrill alarming belL, 
Ne cursed knocker plyM by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where who clui tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand. 
The pride of Turkey and of Persia land? 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread, 
And couches stretchM aronnd in seemly band. 
And endless pillows rise to prop the head. 
So that each spacious room was one full-dwelling; bed. 



And every where huge coverM tables stood. 
With wines high-flayour'd, and rich viands erOwnM; 
Whatever sprightly juiee or tasteful food 
On the green bosom of this earth arc found. 
And all old Ocean genders in his round: 
Some hand unseen these silently displayed. 
E'en undemanded, by a sigh or sonnd; 
Yon need but wish, and, instantly obeyed. 
Fair rang'd the dishes rose, and thick the g^iaases 
/ play'd. 
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Here freeflom reiga'd without the lea«t alloy; 
Nor gODsip^8 tale, nor ancient maiden^s gftll* 
Nor saintlj spleen, durst murmur at our joy. 
And with enyenom^d tongue our pleasures pall. 
Fur why? there was but one great rkle for all; 
To wit, thCt each should work his own desire, 
And eat, drink, study, sleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the time in Ioto, or wake the lyre. 
And carol what, unbid, the muses might inspire. 



The rooms with costly tapestry were hung, 
Where was inworen many a gentle tale, 
Such as of old the rural poets sung, 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale; 
Aeclining lorers, in the lonely dale, 
PonrM forth at large the sweetly-torturM heart, 
Or, sighing tender passion, swelFd the gale. 
And taught charmM Echo to resound their smart, 
W^ile flocks, woods, streams, around, repose and^ 
peace impart. 



Those pleasM the roost where, by a cunning 
hand, 
Depainted was the patriarchal age. 
What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 
And pastor^ on from verdant stage to stage. 
Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage » 
Toil was not then. Of nothing they took heed. 
But with wild beasts the sylvan war to wage, 
And fo'er vast plains their herds and flocks to feed : 
Blest sons of Nature they! true Golden Age indeed! 



]92 1*HE CASTLE OF IHiDOLBtlCE. 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool htary halls. 
Bade? the gay gloom of vernal landscapes rise. 
Or autumn's varied shades embrown the avails : 
Now the black ' tempest strikes th' astonished eyes; 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies; 
The trembling sun now plays o'er i>cein blue. 
And now rude mountains frown amid the skies: 
Whatever Lorrain light touched with softening hue, 
Or savage Rosa dash'd, or learned Poussin drew. 



Each sound, too, here to langoishment inclined, 
Lulled the weak bosom, and induced ease; 
Aerial music in the garbling wind. 
At distance rising oft, by small degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 
It hung, and breath'd such soul-dissolving airs 
As did, alas! with soft perdition please: 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares. 
The listening heart forgot all duties and all cares. 



A certain music, never known before, 
Here lulled the pensive melancholy mind ; 
Full easily obtained. Behoves no more. 
But side-long, to the gently-waving wind. 
To lay the well-tun'd instrument reclin'd, 
From which, with airy-flying fingers light. 
Beyond each mortal touch the most refinM, 
The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight, 
Whe|ice, with just cause, the harp of iEolua it 
hight. 



THB CASTLE OP INDOLEWCB. igS 

# 

Ah me ! what hand can touch the string lo fine ? 
Who up the lofty diapasan roll 
Such sweet, tnch sad, sueh solemn airs diTine, 
Then let them down again into the soul ? 
Now rising love thej fanned ; now pleasing dole 
They hreath'd,*!n tender musings, through the heart ; 
And now a graver sacred strain they stole, 
As when seraphie hands an hymn impart ; . 
Wide-warfoling Natnre all, ahoTfs the reach of Art. 



Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state, 
Of caliphs old, who on the Tigris* shore, 
In mighty Bagdat, populous and great. 
Held their hright court, where was of ladies store. 
And verse, Ioto, music still the garland wore : 
HVhen sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there, • 
CheerM the lone midnight with the muse's lore. 
Composing music bade his dreams be fair, 
And music lent new gladness to th^ morning air. 



Near the pavillions where we slept still ran 
Soft-tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell, 
And sobbing breezes sighM, and oft began 
(So woriM the wizard) wintry storms to swell. 
As heaven and earth they would together mell: 
At doors and windows, threat'ning, seemM to call 
The demons of the tempest, growling fell, 
Yet the least entrance found they none at all. 
Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in massy hall, 
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And hitker Morphens sent Iiib ][indeat dreams. 
Raising a world of gayer tinct and grace, 
0*er which were shadowy cast Elysian gleams. 
That played, in waTing lights, from place to place, 
And shed a roseate smile oa Nature's face. 
Not Titan's pencil e'er cenld so array, 
So fleece with clonda the pure ethereal space ; 
Ne could it e'er such meltiag forms display, 
As loose on flowery hods all langnishingly lay. 



No, fair illusions ! artful phantoms, no ! 
My Muse wUl not attempt, your fairy land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow; 
To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand. 
But sure it is, was ne'er a suhtler hand 
Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprigh ts. 
Who thus in dreams; voluptuous, soft, and hland, 
Pour'd all th' Arabian heaven upon our nights. 
And bless'd them oft besides witb. more refin'd 
delights. 



They were in sooth a most enchanting train, 
E'en feigtii&g virtue; skilful to unite 
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain : 
But for those fiends whom blood and broils delight. 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright. 
Down, down black gulphs, where tfullen waters sleep. 
Or hold him clambering all the fearftil night 
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep. 
They, till due time shall serve, were bid far hence 
to keep. 



TUB CASTLE OF INDOLEIliCB. I95 

Ye guardian 0|i{rit8 ! to whom man i« dear, 
From these foal demon« shield this midnight gloom : 
Angels of fancy, and of lote ! be near, 
And o^er the blank of sleep difftfse a bloom : 
Evoke the satred shades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them virtue with a look impart ; 
But chief a while, O ! lend us from the tomb 
Those long-lost friends for whom in love w6 smart, 
And fill with ptons aire and Joy-mtxt woe the heart. 



Or are jou sportive ? — Bid the morn of youth 
Rise to new light, and beam afresh the days 
Of innocence, simplicity, and truth. 
To cares estrangM, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays, 
Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supply'd. 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks ! — But, fondly wandering wide. 
My Muse ! resume the task that yet doth thee abide. 



One great amusement of our household was. 
In a huge crystal magic globe to spy, 
Still as you tumM- it, all things that do pass. 
Upon this ant-hill earth ! where constantly 
Of idle busy men the restless fry 
Run bustling to and fro with foolish haste. 
In search of pleasures vain that fj^om them fly, 
Or, which obtainM, the caitiffs dare not taste : 
When nothing is enjoyM, can there be greater waste? 
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Of vanily the minoiir this was call'd. 
Here you a uutck-worm of the town might aee. 
At his doll desk, amid his ledgers stall'd. 
Ate up with carkiag care and penury, 
Most like to carcase parchM on gallow-tree, 
'' A penny saved is a penny got ;'^ 
Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 
Till it has quench'd his fire and banished hia pot. 



Straight from the filth of this low grab, behold ! 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir. 
All glossy gay, enamell'd all with gold. 
The silly tenant of the summer air, 
In foUy lost, of nothing takes he care ; 
Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 
And thieving tradesmen, him among them share ; 
His father^s ghost from Limbo-like, the while. 
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile. 



This globe pourtray^d the race of learned men 
Still at their books, and turning o'er the pa^ 
Backwards and forwards: oft they sn'ateh the pen. 
As if inspired, and in a Thespian rage. 
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage 
Why, Authors ! all this scrawl and scribbling aore ? 
To lose the present, gain the future age. 
Praised to be when you can hear no more, 
And much enrich'd with fame when useleM wojrldlj 
store ? 
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Then would a splendid city rise to view. 
With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring aU : 
Wide pourM abroad behold the giddy crew. 
See how they dash along from wall to wall : 
At every door, hark how they thundering call ! 
Good Lord ! what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why, 'on each other with fell tooth to fall, 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace, to blight. 
And make new tiresome parties for the coming night. 



The puzzling sons of Party next appearM, 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos niet. 
And now they whisperM close, now shrugging rearM 
Th* important shoulder; then, as if to get 
New light, their twinkling eyes were inward set. 
No sootier Lucifer recalls affairs. 
Then forth they various rush in mighty fret; 
When, lo! pushed up to power, and crown their 

cares, 
Id comes another set, and kicketh them down stairs. 



But what most shew'd the vanity of life. 
Was to behold the nations all on fire, 
In cruel broils engagM, and deadly strife, 
Moflt Christian kings, inflam'd by black desire, 
With honourable ruffians in their hire, 
Caase war to wage, and blood around to pour: 
Of this sad work when each begins to tire. 
They sit them down just where they wetre before, 
Till for new scenes of woe peace shall their force 
restore. 
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* To number up tl^e thou8aod« dwelling here. 
An useless were, and, eke, and endless task. 
From kings, and those who at tl^e helm appear, 
To gipsies brown ia summer-glades who baak. 
Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmask. 
Whose desk and table make a solemn show. 
With tape-tyM trash, and suits of fools tluit ask 
For place or pension laid in decent row; - 
But these I passen by, with nameless numbers moe. 



Of all the gentle tenants of the place. 
There was a man of special grave remark ; 
A certain tender gloom overspread his face. 
Pensive, not sad; in thought inyolv^d, not dark; 
As scot this man could sing as morning lark. 
And teach thc^ noblest moralu of the heart ; 
But these his talents were yburied stark; 
Of the fine stores he nothing could impart. 
Which or bopn Nature gave, or nature-painting Art. 



To noontide shades incontinent he ran. 
Where purls the brook with sleep-inviting souud. 
Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began. 
Amid the broom he baskM him on the ground. 
Where the wild thyme and camomoil are found 
There would he linger, till the latest ray 
Of light sate trembling on the welkin^s bound, 
Then homewards through the twilight shadows stay. 
Sauntering and slow : so had he passed many a day. 
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Yet not iti thoughtless slomber were they past; 
For oft the hearenly fire, that lay concealed 
Beneath the sleeping embers, monnted fast, 
And all its native light anew reveaFd ; 
Oft as he trarersM the cerulean field. 
And marlit the clolids that drove before the wind, 
Ten thousand glorious systems would he build. 
Ten thousand great ideas fillM his mind ; 
But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace 
behind. 



With him was sometimes joinM, in silent walk, 
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke) 
One shyer stUl, who quite detested talk; 
Oft stuug by spleen, at once away he broke. 
To groves of pine and broad overshadowing oak ; 
There inly thrillM, he wanderM all alone^ 
And on himself his pensive fury, wroke, 
Ne ever utterVl word, save when first shone 
The glittering star of eve — '^Thank heaven! the 
day is done.^' 



Here lurkM a wiretch who had not crept abroad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal seen ; 
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad, 
And sure his Itnen was not very clean. 
Through secret loop-holes, that had practisM been 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took ; 
Unkempt, and rough, of squalid face and mien, 
Oar Castlc^s shame ! whence from his filthy nook, 
We drove tlic ytUain out for fitter lair to look. 
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One day there chaacM into these halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took you at first sight ; 
Him the wild ware of pleasure hither drore. 
Before the sprightly tempest tossing light : 
Certes, he was a most engaging wight, 
Of social glee, and wit humane though keea. 
Turning the night to day and day to night: 
For him the merry hells had rung, I ween. 
If in this nook oC. quiet hells had ever he«n. 



But not even pleasure to excess is good : 
What most elates then sinks the soul as low. 
When spring-tide joy pours in with copious flood, 
The higher still th' exulting hillows flow. 
The farther hack again they flagging go. 
And leaves us grovelling on the dreary shore; 
Taught hy this son of Joy we found it so, 
Who, whilst he staid, kept in a gay uproar 
Our maddeuM Castle all, th' abode of sleep b« 
mOre. 



As when in prime of June a humisVd fly. 
Sprung from the meads, o'er wich he sweeps 9lon% 
Cheer'd hy the breathing bloom and vital sky. 
Tunes up amid these airy halls his song. 
Soothing at first the gay-reposing throng; 
And oft he sips their bowl; or nearly drown'd. 
He, thence recovering, drives their beds among. 
And scares their tender sleep, with trump profound. 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 
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Another gaent there was, of sense refinM, 
Who felt each worth, for eyery worth he had; 
Serene, yet warm, humane, yet firm his mind. 
As little touched as any man^s with bad : 
Him through their inmost walks the muses lad, 
To him the sacred lore of Natiure lent. 
And sometimes would he make our vaUey glad ; • 
Whenas we found he would not here be pent. 
To him the better sort*thiB friendly message sent: 



*'Come, dwell with us, true son of Virtue! come; 
But if, alas ! we cannot thee persuade 
To lie content beneath our peaceful dome, 
Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade, 
Yet when at last thy toils, but ill apaid. 
Shall dead thy fire, and, damp its heavenly spark, 
Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade, 
There to indulge the Muse, and Nature mark ; 
We then a lodge for thee will rear in Hagley-Park.^ 



Here whilom ligg^d tV Esopus of the age, 
But call'd by fame, in soul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride restorM him to the stage. 
And rotts^d him like a giant from his sleep. 
E^en from his slumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force th* enliveuM scene he wakes. 
Yet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum. Now the heart he shakes. 
And now with well-nrgM sense th' enlightened 
judgment takes. 
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A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beaeems, 
Who, void of envy, guile, and lust «f gain. 
On yirtne etill, and Nature's pleasing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated strain; 
The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 
Here laughed he careless in his easy seat : 
Here qualTd, encircled with the joyous train. 
Oft moralizing sage; his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat: 



Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod. 
Of clerics good plenty here you mote espy ; 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly markM among the fry : 
He had a roguish twinkle in his eye. 
And shone all glittering with ungodly dew. 
If a tight damsel chancM to trippen by ; 
Which, when observed, he shrunk into his mew, 
And straight would recollect his piety anew. 



Nor be forgot a tribe who minded naught 
(Old inmates of the place) but state-affiiirs ; 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thong^ht. 
And on their brow sat every nation^s cares. 
The world by them isparcellM out in shares. 
When in the Hall of* Smoke they congress hold, 
And the sage berry sun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has -clears their inward eyo : then, smoke^^nroli'd. 
Their oracles break forth mysterious as of old. 
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Hem languid Beauty kepi ker pale-facM eourt : 
Beyiee of dainty danfee, of high degree, 
From every qoarter hithov-mado- resort, 
where, from gross mortal care and business free, 
They lay, poured out in «as6 and luxury : 
Or should they a vuin shew of work assume,^ 
Alas ! and well-a-day I what can it be ? 
To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom. 
Bat far is cast die distaff^ spinning-wheel, and 
loom. 



Their only labour was' to kill the time. 
And labour dire it is, and weary woe : 
They sit, they loll, turn o'er some idle rhyme, 
Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go,- 
Or saunter forth, with tottering step and slow : 
This soon too rude an exercise thejr find ; 
Straight on the couch their limbs again they throw, 
Where hours on hours th^ sighing lie recliuM, 
And court the vapoury god softr-breathing in the 
wind. 



Now must I mark the villainy we found ; 
But, ah ! too late, as shall eftsoons be shewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 
Where still our inmates, when unpleasing grown, 
Diseas'd, and loathsome, privily were thrown. 
Far frem4he light of heaven, they languish'd th^c, 
Unpity'd, uttering many a hitler groan. 
For of these wretches taken was no care ; 
Fierce fiends 2ind hags -of hell their only nurses were. 
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Alas ! the chiiii(^ ! from scenes of joy and rest, 
To this dark den, vhere Sickness toss*d alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep opprest, 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty Inhbard, lay 
Heaving his sides, and snored night and day ; 
To stir him from his traonce, it was not eatfa. 
And his half-opened eyne he nhgA straightway; 
He led, I wot, the softest way to death, 
And tanght withonten pain and strife to yield the 
breath. 



Of limbs enormous, bnt withal unsonnd, 
Soft-swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropsy: 
Unwieldy man; with belly monstrous round, 
For eyer fed with watery supply ; 
For still he drank, and yet he still was dry. 
And moping here did Hypochondria sit. 
Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye. 
Who vexed was fall oft with ugly fit. 
And some her frantic deiDm^d, and some her deemed 
a wit. 



A lady proud she was, of ancient blood. 
Yet oft her fear, her pride made crouchen low 
She felt, or fancyM, in her fluttering mood. 
All the diseases which the Spittles know. 
And sought all physic which the shops bestow. 
And stUl new leaches and new drugs would try. 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro; 
For sometimes she would laugh, and sometimes cry, 
Then sudden waxed wroth, and all she knew not why. 
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Fast by her side a listless maiden pinM, 
With aching head, and squeamish heart-bnmings; 
Pale, bloated, cold, she seemM to hate mankind. 
Yet loT^d in secret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian shakes his chilling wings ; 
The sleepless Gout here counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a serpent stings : 
Whilst Apoplexy crammM Intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher felleih ox. 



CANTO II. 



The Knight of Arts and Industry, 
And his achievements fair. 
That by his Castle^s overthrow^ 
Secured and crowned were. 



Escaped the Castle of the sire of Sin, 
All ! where shall I so sweet a dwelling find ? 
For all around, without, and all within, 
Nothing save what delightful was and kind. 
Of goodness savouring and a tender mind, 
E^er rose to view: hut now another strain. 
Of doleful note, alas ! remains hehind : 
I now must sing of pleasure turnM to pain, 
And of the false enchanter Indolence complain. 



Is there no patron to protect the Muse, 
And fence for her Parnassus^ harren soil? 
To every labour its reward accrues. 
And they are sure of bread who swink and inoil; 
But a fell tribe th* Aonian hive despoil. 
As ruthless wasps oft rob the painful bee: 
Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 
Ne for the Muses other meed decree. 
They praised are alone, and starve right merrily- 
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I cBie not, Foitone! what jtm me deny; 
You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace ; 
Yon cannot almt the windows of the ukjr, 
Thrangh which Annira shewa her brightening face; 
You ctuutot bar mj conttant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, bj living stream, at ere; 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the great children leave i 
Of fency, reason, virtue, naught can me beriiaTe. 



Gmne then, my Mnsel and raite a bolder song; 
Come, lig no more opOB the bed of sloth, 
Dragging the laiy languid line along. 
Fond to begin, bat still to finish loath. 
Thy half-writ scrolls all eaten by the moth ; 
Arise, and sing that genereos imp of fame. 
Who with the oons of Softness nobly wroth. 
To aweq> away this hnman lumber came, 
4h in a eboien few to lonse the sliimbering fiane. 



In fairy land there liv'd a knight of old. 
Of feature stem, Seltoggio well yclep'd, 
A rough nnpolish'd man, rohtut and bold. 
But wondrous poor; he neither Bow'd nor reap'd, 
Ne stores in aouimcr fiw cold winter faeop'd; 
In hunting all kis days away' he wore; 
Now aeorch'd by June, now in November tteep'd. 
Now pinch'd by biting January sore, 
He still in woods pursn'd the lihfaard and the boar. 
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As he one morning, long before the davn, 
Prick'd through the forest to dislodge hie prey, 
Deep in the winding bosom of a lawn, 
With wood wild-fring*d, he mark'd a taper's ray, 
That from the beating rain and wintry Iraj 
Did to a lonely cot his steps deeoy; 
There ap to earn the needments of the day. 
He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor eoy; 
Her he compress'd, and filFd her with a lusty boy. 



Amid the green-wood shade this boy waa bred, 
And grew at last a knight of muckle fame. 
Of active mind and vigorous lustyhed. 
The Knight of Arts and Industry by name. 
Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame, 
He knew no beverage but the flowing stream; 
His tasteful well-eam'd food the sylvan game. 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands teem : 
The same to him glad summer or the winter breme: 



So passM his youthful morning, void of care. 
Wild as the colts that through the commona run, 
For him no tender parents troubled were. 
He of the forest seem'd to be the son. 
And certes had been utterly undone, 
But that Minerva pity of him took. 
With all the gods that love the rural wonne. 
That teach to tame the soil and rule the croak; 
Ne did the sacred Nine disdain a gentle look. 



«»,'—^ 
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Of fortile geiiiaa him tlicy B«r4ifr^il .w«U, 
In every science and in every atl. 
By which mankind the thongfa^lcM brutea excel, 
That can or use, or joy, or graco, impart, 
Disclosing all the povere of head and heart: 
Ne were the goodly exeicioei ftpar'd, 
That brace the nerves, or make the Umhs alert, 
And mix Mastic force with firmness hard, . 
Was never knight on ground mote be with him 
comparM. 



Sometimes, with early morn, he «noimted gay 
The hnntei^steed, exalting o^er the dale. 
And drew the roseate hreath of orient day ; > 
Sometimes retiring to the secret vale, 
¥clad in steel, and bi^ight with burnish'4 maiU > 
He strain'd the bow^ or tossed the sounding spear, 
Or darting on the goal, outstripped the gale) 
Or wheel'd the chariot in its mid>career;.'- 
Or strenuous wrestled hard with many a tough 
compeer. 



At other times he pry^d through Nature^s store. 
Whatever she in tV ethereal round contains. 
Whatever she hides beneath her verdant floor. 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; 
Or else he scanned the globe, those small domains. 
Where restless mortals such a turmoil keep. 
Its seas, its floods, its mountain*, and its plains i 
But more he seareh^d the mind, and muo'd from sleep 
Those moral seeds whence we heroic actions reap* 

14 
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Nor WMil4 lie leovn Ui btiMip' fr»ni high furftnitB 
Of heavenly Trath^ and prftetlee whftt she tftsgbt. 
Vain IB the tre^ of Kaewledge trithoal frutU, 
Sometimee fai htmA the vpade «r plough he eanght. 
Forth-ettlling all with which hoott earth ie fravght ; 
Sometimes he ply'd the etroftg mechanic tool, 
Of fearM the fabfic from tiie flneet draught ; 
And oft he put himnetf to Neptune^ eehoel, 
Fighting with winds and wavet on the veit oceM 
pool. 



- To M^ce theti theae. rougher toils, he try'd 
To touch the kindling cauff as into life ; 
With Nature his creating pencil vied, 
With Nature, joyoue at the mimic striHe : ^ 
Or^ to such shapes as graced Pygmalion's wife, 
He hew^ the marble ; or, wiUi varied five, 
fie roQsM the tniuipet aud the martial Hfe; 
Or bade the lute sweet tenderaesa ftnepire ; 
Or veMet IVam'd that well wiight walrc • Apolle^i 
lyre. 



AeconnpliahM tlnis, he tf&m the woods ianii*d. 
Full of gr««it aims, and bent on bold Mnpris^ 
The W0t% wMeh long he in his breast had lbrew*d 
Now to pcffoMk he ardent did devise. 
To wf t, a h«ri>ftrono wolrld to civilise. 
Earth waa tilt l&en n boundless Ibrest wild. 
Nought to be seen but -Mvage wood and siriea ; 
No cities nouritih^ arts, tvo culture smif d. 
No g#reniment, no laws, no gentle maimeiw mild. 
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A nigf^ vigl^t, %lm w^^ ^ iM^t^ WW mpn ; 
On his own wf «tii|wd kiiid h^, mthl^cis, fmfd ; 
The itfOBgptI ttm ^l»e vetpiMt over*>cfU|; 
In eyery country migbly vMMt» sw^yd. 
And guile ond rafioii foprco ivore. aU ijifiirirode. 
I«ife was i| «oona of mpbie , wwit, ayd woe, 
Which this br^ve loiighty ia n^}» Wigw m9^ 
To swear bo would tbe va#cal ront ^'ertbroW) 
F4Nr, by the ^wvm Divioe, it should no nore 
be so? 



It would «sxGeed the porpoprt of my song, 
To say how Ibis best son, &rom orient cUoi^es 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, . 
Before jbim chasing Indolence and cfiqi^* 
Still as xhe passed, the nations he sublimes. 
And callo forth iarts and Ttrtnes with h|s «ay : 
Then Egypt, Gveoce, and Rome, their golden -tii^os 
Sncoessive had; bat now in mins grpy 
They Ue, to slaiish sloth and tyranny i| prey. 



To cvowii bis toils, Sir Industry then spread 
The swellii^ sail, and made for Britain's coast. . 
A sylyan jilfe till thOa the natives led, 
In the brow-n shades and groen^weod forest los^r 
All careless ramMiog wbore it lilc'd tbom moot : 
Their wonUb Ibo wild deer bowfiiiflg H^ the glndo; 
They lodg'd mt liu^, and liyM at Nature's cost; 
SaTe speor and bow, vtthonten o4b«r aid, 
¥atnot tbe i^Hnaa steel their naked breast 
dismayed. 
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He Hlt^d the soil, he lik'd the clement sliies; 
He likM the verdant hills and flowery^ plains. 
Be this nijr great, my ehosen isle* (he cries), 
This, whilst my labonrs Liherty sustains. 
This Queen of Ocean all assault disdains, 
Nor lik'd he less the genius of the land. 
To freedom apt and perscTering pains, 
Mild to obey, and generous to command. 
Temper^ by forming Heaven with kindest, firmest 
hand. 



Here, by degrees, his nmster-work arose. 
Whatever Arts and Industry can frame; 
Whatever finisVd Agriculture knows. 
Fair Queen of 'Arts ! from heaven itself who cane 
When Eden flourish^ in unspotted fame : 
And still with her sweet Innocence we find. 
And tender Peace, and joys without a name. 
That, while they ravish, tranquilize the mind : 
Nature and Art at once delight and use (H>mbin*d, 



Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts. 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil; 
Bade social Commerce raise renowned marts. 
Join land t-o land, and marry soil to soil. 
Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous stores ; 
Or, should despotic rage the world embroil. 
Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores, * 
While o'er the encircling deep Britannia's thHHtfer 
roars. 



»a-/'^'?:_« 
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Tlie drooping iiHit^s thfn he. westward calPd, 
From the fanird city by Propontic sea^ 
What time the Tnrk th' eafeebled Grecian thraU'd, 
Thence frem their cloisterM walks he set them free, 
And bronght them to another Castalie, 
Where Isis many a famous noursling breeds; 
Or where old Cam soft-paces o^er the lea 
In pensiTO mood, and tarns his Doric reeds, 
The whilst his flocks mt large the lonely shepherd 
feeds. 



Yet the fine arts wove what he finishM least. 
For why ? they are the qnintessence of i(U, 
The growth of labouring time, and slow increast; 
Unless, as seldom chances, it should fall. 
That mighty patrons the coy Sisters call 
Up to the sun-shine of uncumber^d ease. 
Where no rude care the mounting thought may thrall, 
And where 4hey nothing have .to do but please : 
Ah ! gracious God ! thou know'st they :ask no other 
k fees. 



But now, alas ! . we live too late in lime : 
Our patrons now even grudge that little claim, 
Except to such as sleek the soothing rhyme : 
And yet, forsooth, they wear Mieccnas^ name, 
Poor sons of puft-up Vanity, not Fame, 
Unbroken spirits cheer! still, still remains 
Th' eternal patron. Liberty! whose flame. 
While she protects. Inspires the noblest strains. 
The best, and sweetest far, are toil created gains. 
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Wbeft as the Idiiglit liAd frtu'd, in Britain land, 
A matchleis forM of glofioan f^tnreiitneiit^ 
In whieh ih^ t^yi^eigti' lawa alofid csolAiiiiuid, 
Lawn BtablliihM by the puMio free €<iii»«nt, 
Whose majc'Stjr is to the sceptre leiit| 
When this great plttli, With eaeh dependant art, 
Was settled firih, and to his heart's ftdatent, 
Then song^ht he f^oin the toikiotne aeeiie to part. 
Arid let life'iA vaeant ev« hreatiie quiet thro^ the 
heart. 



For this he chose a ftarm In Deva^i vale. 
Where his -long alleys peep'd upon the malil $ 
In this calm seat he drew the healthfal gale ; 
Here mii^d the chief, the patriot, and the airain, 
The happy monarch of his syWan trailt | 
Here, sided by the gtiardiaa of the fold. 
He walii'd his rotthda, and oheerM his blest domain : 
His days, th«i daya of nnstainM Natrn^ roU'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, lilce patriarehs of old. 



Witness, ye lowing herds! who gave him mllii; 
Witness, y^ fioeta! whose woolly Tastmeiita far 
Exceed soft India's cotton or her sitt; 
Witness, with autumn charg'd, the noddiitg car. 
That homeward came beneath sweet evening'*s star. 
Or of September htoons the radiance mild : 
O hide thy head, abominable War! 
Of crimes and ruffian idleness the j^htld i 
From heaTcn this life yspmag, from hell thy glo- 
ries vird. 



Nor lro«i his d«ep veUveineiit banUfa'il wa« 
Th* amufi^g cue of yimU lodnstry.; 
Still, ao witli gratofiil change the toatQus p^8•, 
New •cenoa arlae, now laails^apea •triko the. eye« 
And all th' enliTon'd eooiitry beautify s 
Gay plains extend where marshes slept before ; 
0*er feceat weada th' exi|ltiiig streamlets %; 
Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres' store. 
And woods embrown the steep, . or wave along the 
shore. 



As nearer to his farm you made approach. 
He polish'd Nature with a finer hand : 
Yet on her beauties durst not Art encroach ; 
*Ti8 Art's alone these beauties to expand. 
In graceful dance immingled o'er the land, 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play*d ; 
Here, too, brisk gales the rude wild common fann'd, 
A happy place ; where free, and unafraid, 
Amid fhe flowering brakes each coyer creature 
stray'd. 

But in prime vigour what cUn last for ay ? 
That ooul-enfeebling wiiard Indolence, 
I whilom sung, wrought in. his works decay : 
Spread far and wide was his cujrs'd influence : 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the sense, 
E*en much of private ; ate our spirit out. 
And fed our rank luxurious vices : whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout! 
Not, as old Fame reports, wise, generous, bo^d, 
and stout. 



wmmoKM^ 
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A rage ef pleasure maddenM every brf»st ; 
Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran : 
To his licentious wish each vast be blest. 
With joy be seTer'd, snatch it as he can. 
Thus Vice the standard rearM ; her arrier-baii 
Corruption calVd, and load she gaT6 the word, 
**Mind, mind yourselves! why should the Tnigat 

man; 
The lacquey, be more Tirtaoas than his lordf 
Enjoy this spaa of life! His aH the gods afford;* 



The tidings reached to where, in quiet hall, 
The good old hnight enjoyM well-earnM repose. 
*' Come, come, Sir Knight ! thy children on theo call : 
Come, save us yet, ere ruin round us clean ! 
The demon Indolence thy toils overthrows. ^ 
On this the noble colour stain'd his cheeks. 
Indignant, glowing through the whitening snows 
Of venerable eld ; his eye full-speaks 
His ardent soul, and from his couch at oace he 
* breaks. 



I will (he cryM) so help me, God ! destroy 
I'hat villain Archimage. His page then straight 
He to him calFd, a fiery^ooted boy, 
Renempt Dispatch. '^My steed be at the gate; 
My bard attend ; quick, bring the net of Fat«. ^ 
This net was twisted by the sisters three. 
Which when once cast o>r havdenM wretch, too late 
Repentance comes: replevy cannot be 
From the strong iron grap of vengefU destiny. 



} 
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He c&ne, tke bard, » Utile Dmid wight. 
Of withered aspect; but hh eye was Iteen, 
^ith sweetneM mix^d. In raeset brown bcdight, 
As is his sister of the copses ip^een. 
He crept along, nnpromising of mien. 
Gross he who judges so. His sonl was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon asnre sheen. 
Tme comeliness, which nothing can impair. 
Dwells in the mind; afl else is vanity and glare. 

Come, qnoth the Knight, a voice has reached 

mine ear : 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow ' 
To all that to mankind is good and dear : 
Come, Philomelus ! let ns instant go, 
Overturn his bowers, and lay his castle low. 
Those men, those wretched men ! who will be slaves, 
Must drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe ! 
But' some there be thy song, as from their gravely 
Shall raise. Thrice happy he! who without rigour 

saves. 



Issuing forth, the Knight bestrode his steed, 
Of ardent bay, and on whose front a star 
Shone blazing bright; sprung from the generous 

breed. 
That whirl of active day the rapid car. 
He prancM Along, disdaining gate or bar. 
Meantime the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ; 
An honest, sober beast, that did not mar 
His meditations, but full softly trode ; 
And much they moralix*d as thus yfere they yodc. 



^ViPWi 
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They tftlk'd of Yirtee, mnd 9i hiumui Uam ; 
What elie m fit for mui to settle well ¥ 
And still their long reseat ches met in this, 
This truth of tmtha, which nothiag eau refel; 
'' From yirtne's fonat the purest joys o«t-weU», 
Sweet rills of thought that cheer the coascioiio eottl ; 
While vice pours forth the troubled streams of hell, 
The which, howe'er disguis'd, at last with dole 
WiU, thro' the tortnr'd breast, their fiery tonwnt 
roll." 

At length it dawnM, that fatal valley gay. 
O'er which high wood-crownM hills their sammils 

rear: 
On the cool height a while our palmers stay. 
And, spite even of themselves, their senses cheer; 
Then to the vizard's wonne their steps they steer: 
Like a green iole it broad beneath them spred. 
With gardens round, and wandering currents clear. 
And tufted groves tO shade the meadow-bed. 
Sweet airs and song ;, and without hurry all eeem*d 
glad. 

'^As God shall judge me. Knight i ire nuet 
forgive," 
The half enraptur'd Fhilomelus cry'd, 
** The frail good man, deluded, here to live, . 
And in these groves his musing faucy hide. 
Ah ! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd 
That virtue still some tincture has of Tice, 
And vice of virtue. What should then betide, 
But that our charity be not too nice ? 
Come, let us those we can to real bliss entice.*' 
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'« Ay^ dcfcer, (qvotk the liaiglit) aU Mesh i» frail, 
To pleasaat sin and Jeymt daUiance bent; 
Bat let net btntieh Tiee of this ayail, 
And tiiink to 'tcape desenred paaishment. 
Jnetke weie oniel, weakly to relent; 
From Mercy'e oelf she got ker eacred glaive ; 
Grace be to tkoee who can and wiU rofont, 
But penance, long and dreary, to the riave, 
Who mnet in flood* of fire hie gniee font spirit lave.** 



Thus holding high discourse, they came to where 
The cursed carle was at his wonted tmde. 
Still tempting heedless men into his snare, 
' In witching wise, as I before haTe said : 
But when he saw, in goodly geer arrayM, 
The graire majestic knight approaching nigh. 
And by his side the bard so sage and staid. 
His countenance fell } yet oft his anxious eye 
Marked them, like wily fox who roosted coek 
doth spy. 



Nathless, with feign'd respect he liade give Imck 
The rubble rout, and welcomM them full kind : 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not slack 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 
Then he resumed his song, and, unconfin'd, 
Pour'd all his music, ran through all his strings; 
With magic dust their eyne he tries to blind. 
And virtue's tender airs o'er weakness flings. 
What pity base his song who so divinely sings ! 
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Elate in ihonglit, ke counted then-liin own, 
Thej listened so. intent witli fix'd didSg^kt; 
But they instend, as if tranenevM to ttone, 
MarvellM he conld with «nch .sweet art unite 
The lights and shades of manners, wrong and right. 
Mean time the silly crowd the charm deronr. 
Wide pressing to the gate. Swift, on the knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his howor. 
Who back^niag shnnnM his touch, for well he knew 
its power. 

As in thronged amphitheatre, of old. 
The wary Retiarins trappM his foe, 
E^en so the knight, retaming on him bold. 
At once ioTolvM him in the net of woe. 
Whereof I mention made not long ago. 
Enraged at first, he scornM so weak a jail. 
And leapt, and ilew> and flounced to and fro ; 
But when he found that nothing could avail. 
He sat him felly down, and gnawM his bitter nail. 

AlarmM, th^ inferior demons of the place* 
Raised rueful shrieks and hideons yells around. 
Black stormy clouds deformM the welkin^s face. 
And from beneath was heard a wailing sound. 
As of infernal sprights in cavern bound; 
A solemn sadness every creature strook. 
And lightnings flashed, and horror rockM the ground : 
Huge crowds on crowds out poured with blemiali^d 

look. 
As if on time> last verge this frame of thini^s had 

shook. 
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Soon as the ihort Ur*d tempest was yspeat, ' 
SteamVl from the jaws of vex'd Airenras' hole, 
And hashed the hubbub of the i^bblemcnt, 
Sir Industry the first calm moment stole : 
''*' There must (he cry'd) amid so tast a vhoal, 
Be some who are not tainted at the heart. 
Not poisonM quite by this same Tillain^s bowl; 
Come then, my bard ! thy heaTenly fire impart ; 
Xoneh soul withi soul, till forth the latent spirit 
start. ** 



The bard obeyM; and taiing from his side, 
Where it in seemly sort depending hung, 
His British harp, its speaking strings he try'd. 
The which with skilful touch he deffly strung. 
Till tinkling in clear symphony they rung : 
Then as he felt the muses come along. 
Light o^er the chords his raptured hand he flung, 
And play'd a prelude to his rising song; 
The whilst, like midnight mute, ten thousands 
round him throng. 

Thus, ardent, burst his strain: — 
'" Ye hapless race ! 

Dire-labouring here to smother Reason^s ray, 
That lights our Maker^s image in our face. 
And gives us wide o*er earth nnquestton'd sway, 
What is th' adorM Supreme Perfection, say? 
What but etemid never-resting soul, 
Almi^^htf power, and all-directing day. 
By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll: > 
Who fiHs, surroiinds, informs, and agitates the whole. 
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«* Cmne^ to tiie bomning Md* your iiearln maI»14 ! 
Draw from Ho fonntala lifel Tio thoBcep fUone, 
We can eseri* Up lion wifeoling m^d. 
To gerapho bmiing rmmd th* Almiglit/o Unro««, 
Life irittBg otlU on life, in Uglier toito* 
Perfection forme, and with porfoetMn, Uiao. 
In nniToroal ttalnre thk dear nhown, 
Not meedeik proof t to prove it were, I win. 
To prore the beaiitoone world e»3ols tlie brntr 
abyss. 



^^ Is not the field, with lively cnltaro gKen, 
A sight more j^oas thaa the dead voraM ? 
Do not the skies, with aetiTO ether clean. 
And fanned by sprightly sepfay^s, far sarpMS 
The foul November fogs, and slumb'roaa maso. 
With which oad aatwro Teik hor drooping face ? 
Does not the moimtain-streain, an clear no glass* 
Gay-dancing on, Ihe pntfid pool disgrace ? 
The same in all holds trae, bat chief in human race. 



f ^ It was not by rile loitering in ease, 
That Oreooe obtaln'id the hnghter palm of art. 
That soft yet ardent Athsno loamM to ^eaoe. 
To been the wit, ttnd to sabiinw' ihe hMirt, 
In an snpreme! complete ■■ evVy part! 
It was not thence mi^ootic Roma ftaose. 
And o^er the nations shodc hsr coBfaoring 4aH; 
For shiggavd's bvow the lakvdl nevmr grow*; 
Ileaown is tiot the child of indaieat mpoae. 
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^'Had wmmliitioiiB inortBl* inindedl iioiiglit 
But in looae jvj theit tiBM to wear away. 
Had they" alone tlw iap of Dalliance Bought, 
PleaeM on ker ptHow their datt heads to lay, 
Rude nature^fl otate had been, our staie to^ay ; 
No cities eW- their towery fronts had rais'd, 
No arts had made «e opulent and gay ; 
With brother-brutes the human vace had grasM; 
None e^er had soar'd to fmnc, none houonr^d been, 
none praisM. 



^* Great Homer^s song imd never fir'd the breast 
To thirst of gloiy and heroic deeds; 
Sweet Marcos muse, sunk in iaglorions rest. 
Had silent slept amid (the Mincian reeds: 
The wits of modern time had told their beads, 
And monkish legends been their only strains; 
Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds. 
Our Shakespeare stroird and laugh'd^ with Warwick 

swains, 
Ne had my master Spenser charmM his Mullahs plains. 



*' Dumb, too, had ibeen the sage historic muse. 
And perisVd aU the sons of auoient fiime; 
Those- starry Kghtn of Tirtue, that dtffuae 
Through the dark dieqpth of time their vivid flame, 
Had all been loet with such as haire no name. 
Who then had seom'd his ease for •there' good? 
Who then had toii'd rapacious men to tame? 
Who in the public breach devoted stood^ 
And for his country's cause been ptudigal of blood ? 



224 "^^ CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 

''Bat shoiild to fame your hearts tutfeeliag be, 
If right I read, yon pleasure all require: 
Then hear hoVr hest may he ebtaiuM this fee. 
How best enjoyed this natmre^s wide desire. 
Toil, and be glad! let. Industry inspire 
Into your quii^ea'd limbs her buoyant breath! 
Who does uot act is dead; absorpt entire 
In miry sloth, no pride, no joy he hath : 
O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death! 



Ah! what avail the largest gifts of Heaven, 
When drooping health and spirits go amiss? 
How tasteless then whatever can be given ? 
Health is the vital principle of bliss. 
And exercise of health. In proof of this. 
Behold the wretch who slugs his life away 
Soon swallowM in disease's sad abyss, 
While he whom toil, has bracM, or manly play, 
Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 
as day. 



'' O who can speak the vigorous joys of health ! 
UncloggM the body, unobscur'd the mind; 
The morning rises gay with pleasing stealth. 
The temperate evening falls serene and kind. 
In health the wiser brutes true gladness find. 
See! how the younglings frisk alottg the meads. 
As May comes on and wakes the. balmy wind; 
Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds; 
Yet what but high-strung health tl^s dancing plea- 
saunce breeds? 
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''But here, instead, is foster'd erery ill, 
Which or distempered minds or bodies Itnow. 
Gome then, my kindred spirits; do not spill 
Your talents here. This place is but a show, 
Whose charms delude you to the den of woe: 
Gome, follow me, I will direct you right, 
Where Pleasure's roses, Toid of serpents, grow 
Sincere as sweet: come, follow this good knight, 
And you will bless the day that brought him to 
your sight. 



^*'Some he will lead to courts, and some to camps. 
To senates some, and public sage debates. 
Where, by the solemn gleam of midnight-lamps. 
The world is pois'd, and managed mighty states; 
To high discovery some, that new creates 
The face of earth ; some to the thriving ^mart ; 
Some to the rural reign and softer ffnft; 
To the sweet muses some, who raise the heart: 
All glory shall be yours, all nature, and all art. 



'^ There are, I see, who listen to my lay. 
Who wretched sigh for virtue, but despair. 
All may be done (methinks I hear them say,) 
E^en death despis'd, by generous actions fair; 
All, but for those who to these bowers repair. 
Their every power dissolved in luxury. 
To quit of torpid sluggishness the lair,' 
Ajid from the powerful arms of Sloth get free, 
*Tis vising from the dead — Alas! — it cannot be! 

IS 
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'' Would yoa then learn to dissipate the band 
Of these huge threatening difficulties dire, 
That in the weak man^s way like lions stand, 
His soul appall, and damp his rising fire? 
Resolve, resolve, and to he men aspire. 
Exert that noblest privilege, alone, 
Here to mankind indulgM; control desire; 
Let godlike Reason, from her sovereign throne. 
Speak the commanding word — I will — and it is done. 

'^ Heavens ! can you then thus waste, in shameful 
wise. 
Your few important days of trial here? 
Heirs of eternity! yborn to rise 
Through endless states of being, still more, near 
To bliss approaching, and perfection clear. 
Can you renounce a fortune so sublime?' 
Such glorious hopes, your backward steps to teer, 
And roll, wjA. vilest brutes, through mud and slime ? 
No! no! your heaven-touchM hearts disdain the 
sordid crime I'^ 

^'Enough! enough I^e they cried. — Straight, from 

the crowd. 
The better sort on wings of transport fly: 
As. when amid the lifeless summits proud 
Of Alpine cliflTs, where to the gelid. sky 
Snows pird on snows in wintry torpor lie. 
The rays divine of vernal Phoebus play; 
Th' awakenM heaps, in streamlets from on high, 
RousM into action,, lively leap away. 
Glad- warbling through the vales, in their new 

being gay. 
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Not less the Ufe, tiie vivid joy serene, 
That lighted up these new-created men, 
Than that which wings th' exulting spirit clean, 
When, jnst delivered from this fleshly den. 
It soaring seeks its native skies agen; 
How light its essence! how nnclogg'd its powers, 
Beyond the blaaon of my mortal pen! 
Ev'n so we glad forsook these sinfdl bowers! 
£v*n such enrapturM life — such energy was ours. 



But far the greater part, with rage inflamM, 
Dire-mutter'd curses, and blasphem'd high Jove. 
^^Ye sons of Hate!'^ they bitterly, exclaimed, 
^^ What brought yon to this seat of peace and love ? 
While with kind nature, here amid the grove. 
We passM the harmless sabbath of our time, 
What to disturb it could, fell men, emove 
Your barbarous hearts? is happiness a crime? 
Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heav'n sublime.^ 



40 



^Ye impious wretches!** quoth the knight in wrath, 
^^ Your happiness behold !** — Then straight a wand 
He wav'd, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Truth from illusive falsehood to command. 
Sadden the landscape sinks on every hand; 
The pure quick streams are marshy puddles found ; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken*d stand; 
And o*er the weedy, foul, abhorred ground, 
Snfrites, adders, toads, each loathsome creAtnre 
crawls around. X 
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And here and there, on trees by lightning scathed, 
Unhappj wights irho loathed life yhung. 
Or in fresh gore and recent inurder bathM, 
The J weltering laj; or else, infuriate flung 
Into the gloomy wood,- while ravens sang 
The funeral dirge, they down the itorrent roUM : 
These, by distemperM blood to madness stung. 
Had doomed themselves; whence oft, when nigh 

controlled 
The world, returning hither their sad spirits howFd. 

Mean time a moving scene was open laid; 
That lasar-house I whilom in my lay 
Depainted have, its horrors deep display^, 
And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day. 
Who tossing there in squallid misery lay. 
Soon as of sacred light th' unwonted smile 
PourM on these living catacombs its ray, 
Tlirough the drear caverns stretching many a mile, 
The sick upraised their heads, and dropped their 
woes a while. 

^'O Heaven!'* they cry'd, **and do we once 
more see 
Yon blessed sun, and this green earth so fair? 
Are we from noisome damps of pest-house free? 
And drink our souls the sweet ethereal air? 
O thou! or knight or God! who boldest there 
That fiend, oh! keep him in eternal chains! 
But what for us, the children of Despair, 
Broaght to the brink of heU, what hope remains? 
Repentance does itself but aggravate our paina. 



THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 220 

The gentle knight, who uaw their rueful case, 
Let fall adown his silver beard some tears: 
*' Certes (quoth he) it is not even in grace 
T* undo the past, and eke your hsoken years 
Nathless, to nobler worlds repentance rears. 
With humble hope, her eye; to her is given 
A power the truly contrite heart that cheers; 
She quells the brand by which the rocks are riven ; 
She more than merely softens— she rejoices Heaven. 

'^Then patient bear the sufferings you have eamM, 
And by these sufferings purify the mind: 
Let wisdom be by past misconduct leamM, 
Or pious die, with penitence resigned; 
And to a life more happy and refined. 
Doubt not you shall, new creatures, yet arise. 
Till then, you may expect in me to find 
One who will wipe your sorrow from your eyes, 
One who will sooth your pangs, and wing you to 
the skies.*^ 



They silent heard, and poured their thanks in 
tears. 
'^For you (resum'd the knight with sterner tone) 
\¥hose hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon fears. 
That villain's gifts will cost you many a groan; 
In dolorous mansion long you must bemoan 
His fatal charms, and weep your stains away; 
Till, soft and pure as infant goodness grown, 
Yon feel a perfect change; then who can say 
What grace may yet shine forth in Heaven's eter- 
nal day?'' 
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This said, his powerful wand he wstVd anew; 
Instant a glorious angel train descends, 
The Charities, to wit, of rosy hue. 
Sweet Loye their looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with seraphic flame compassion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly; 
When, lo! a goodly hospital ascends, 
In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh. 
That could the sick-bed smooth of that sad 
company. 

^ It was a worthy edifying sight. 
And gives to human hind pecidiar grace. 
To see hind hands attending day and night, 
With tender ministry, from place to place: 
Some prop the head; some, from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature sheds; 
Some reach the healing draught; the whilst, to chase 
The fear supreme, around their softenM beds 
Some holy man by prayer all opening HeaTcn 
dispreds. 

Attended by a glad acclaiming train 
Of those he rescu'd had from gaping hell, 
Then tnniM the knight, and to his hall again 
Soft-pacing, sought of Peace the mossy cell; 
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell, 
To see the helpless wretches that remained. 
There left through delves and deserts dire to yell ; 
AmazM, their looks with pale dismay were stained. 
And spreading wide their hands they meek repent- 
ance feignM. 
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But, ah! their scorned day of grace was past; 

For (horrible to tell!) a desert wild 

Before them stretched, bare, comfortless, and Tast, 

With gibbets, bones, and carcases defiFd. 

There nor trim field nor liTely culture smiPd; 

Nor waTing shade was seen, nor fountain fair; 

But sands abrupt on sands lay loosely piFd, 

Through which they floundering toiFd with pain- 
ful care, 

Whilst Phflsbus smote them sore, and firM the 
cloudless air. 

Then, yarying to a joyless land of bogs, 
The saddened country a grey waste appeared. 
Where nought but putrid streams and noisome fogs 
For ever hung on drizzly Auster^s beard; 
Or else the ground by piercing Gaums searM, 
Was jagg'd with frost, or heap'd with glazed snow ; 
Through these extremes a ceaseless round they 

steerM, 
By cruel fiends still hurryM to and fro, 
Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-hounds 

moe. 

The first was with base dunghill rags yclad. 
Tainting the gale, in which they fluttered light; 
Of morbid hue his features, sunk, and sad: 
His hollow eyne shook forth a sickly light: 
And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was matted rank and vile; 
Direful to see! an heart appalling sight! 
Mean time foul scurf and blotches him defile. 
And dogs, where'er he went, still barked all the while. 
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The otker was a fell despightftil fiend; 
Hell. holds none worse in baleful bower below; 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour keenM; 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe: 
With nose up-turnM, he always made a show. 
As if he smelt some nauseous scent; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blast from Boreal snow. 
And taunts he casten forth most bitterly. 
Such were the twain that off droTO this ungodly fry. 



E^en so through Brentford town, a town of mnd. 
An herd of brisly swine is prick'd along, 
The filthy beasts, that never chew the cud. 
Still grunt, and squeak, and sing their troubloas song. 
And oft [they plunge themselves the mire among; 
But ay the ruthless driver goads them on. 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious moan; 
Ne ever find they rest from their unresting tone. 
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EXPLANATION 
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OBSOLETE WORDS USED IN THE FOREGOING 

POEM. 



ABCHIMAGB, the chief, or Imp^ child, or offspring ; from 

greatest of magicians or the Saxon impan, to graft 

enchanters. or plant. 

jipafdy paid. Kest, for cast 

Appal, affright. £a(i> for led. 

^i0cen, between. Lea, a piece of land, or 

jiy, always. meadow. 

BtUe, sorrow, trouble, mis- Lihbard, leopard. 

fortune. Lig, to lie. 

Benept, named. Losel, a loose idle fellow. 

Btazan, painting, displaying. Isoutiufi, bowing, bending. 

Breme, cold, raw. Lithe, loose, lax. 

Carol, to sing songs of Joy. Meli, mingle. 

CsttriM, the northeast wind. Jtfoe. more. 

Certee, certainly. MoUj to labour, 

/'on, a word prefixed to names. JMbte, might 

Befth/, skilfully. Mvtkle, or Meekte, much. 

Bq^a^ed, painted. great. 

JDrowe^-head, drowsiness. Neahleu, nevertheless. 

Saik, easy. iVe, nor. 

EfteoiMe, immediately, often, NeedmenU, necessaries. 

afterwards. Neuraling, a child, that is 

Eke, also. nursed. 

Fktpe, fairies. Neyanee, harm. 

Geatj or Cfeerj furniture, Prankt, coloured, adorned 

equipage, dress. S^^ly- 

Glaive, iword. (Fr.) Perdie, (Fr. par Dieu) an 

dee, joy, pleasure. old oath. 

Han, have. Priek'd, thru!' the foreei, rode 

High, named, called; and thro' the forest. 

sometimes it is used for i§ Sear, dry, burnt up. 

called. Sheeny bright, shining. 

Idleee, idleness. Sicier, sure, surely. 
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Soot, sweet, or sweetly. 
Sooth, true, or truth. 
Stound, misfortune, pang. 
Sweltry, sultry, consuming 

with heat. 
Swink, tOi labour. 
Smackty savoured. 
ThraUy slave. 
Tranmiew'd, transformed. 
. Fild, vile. 



Vhfcempt, (Xat. incomptus) 

unadorned. 
Ween, to think, be of opinion. 
ff^cet, to know, to weet, to wit. 
WhUom, era-while, formerly. 
Wight, man. 
Wi9, for whty to know, think, 

understand. 
Wonne (a noun) dwelling. 
Wroke, wreakt. 



"SB, The letter T h frequenth placed iti the ftef tnnMf o/ 
a word by Spenser, to lengthen it a eyUable, and en at 
the end of a word, for the same reason, at withonten, 



casten, &c. 

Yhorn, born. 

Yblentj or blent, blended, 

mingled. 
Yclad, glad. 
Ycleped, called, named. 



Xfere, together. 
Ymolten, melted. 
Xode, (preter. tense of yede) 
went. 
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